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From The Onset 
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| opened my eyes. 

Crummy white ceiling. 

My bare back is stuck to the gritty, cold floor. 

After pondering for a moment, | realized that | passed out last night and didn't quite make it to the bedroom. 
It was a wild night: 

Junior had to work last night, so | had the apartment to myself. And, boy, did | take advantage of that! 


| indulged in my special stash of freebase and booze, and had some groupie over. And sure, | got my high. 


But something did not feel right about it all. 
It was fun, but not as fun as the times Junior and | used to have. 
Junior was always my buddy. 


We did everything together, no matter what the risks were. As long as it was him and |, nothing else was 


important. 

From smuggling crack to smoking the crack; from those hot, sensual moments when Junior would howl my 
name to the high heavens to the soft sentimental, post-coital times when we would cuddle and look into each 
other's eyes.. 

We were inseparable. 

But, things have changed. 

Junior's hardly around anymore, and whenever he is, we are always arguing. 


He has been going on and on about me being selfish, being a burden.shit like that. 


| always either ignore or completely resist his nagging to the point that he storms off and does not return for 


a few days. 


That's why | slept with that chick last night. | mean, it didn't feel right, it wasn't like the magical moments 


Junior and | have had. 
But the fact is that | haven't gotten laid in days, and | didn’t love her. So it can't be that bad, right? 


| slowly pushed myself off the floor. My head started to spin and | stumbled into the bathroom. | grabbed 


some painkillers and swallowed them down with some vodka. 

Perfect way to get over, yeah? 

| sat down in an armchair that faced the front door and lit a cigarette. 

| would say that the prevailing silence was too much for me, but it was the calm before the storm. 
The door unlocked and swiftly opened. 


Junior. 


With one foot in the apartment, he stopped and stared at me, as if wondering what | was doing there. He then 
looked around the apartment in disgust. 


"What happened in here..." he mumbled. 

| felt a smirk spread on my face around the cigarette that dangled from my lips. 
"Hello, Junior." 

David glared and slammed the door. He slowly walked over, holding up some paper in his hand. 
"Don't give me that. Read this." 

| snatched the paper from his hands and read it over. 

| couldn't help it. 

| began to cackle. 

It was an eviction notice. 

"| don't see what's so funny.” 

| tried to regain my composure. 

"Oh, c'mon, Junior. What am | supposed to do? Besides, we've been here before." 
"Look, Dave!" He spat my name as if he tasted something disgusting. 

"When stuff like this happens, it's usually not intentional." 

"You're sayin’ | tried to get us thrown out" 

"l'm saying that you don't care, you don't try. You're not holding up your part." 
"Fuck, Junior! Part of what?" 

Junior's face was growing red with anger. 

Not that | cared at this point. 


| was sick of him reprimanding me. 


"You promised to lay low..with the drugs." 

Are you fucking kidding me? 

"Oh, sure. Because you've never done your share--" 
"We agreed that we would wait until we could pay... 
He paused and looked at me closely. 


"for the apartment. And don't tell me you didn't get some more of your ‘special stash’, because | can see it in 


your face! You're just getting over, aren't you?" 
Was he my mother? Why the fuck was he lecturing me? 
"So what if | did? Its too late now." 


"How could you do that? You knew we needed the money! Besides the rent, what do you expect us to travel 


with? And--" 

"Junior, please. Stop your bitching.’ 

His face froze, mouth hung open, cheeks flushed, eyes glassy with hurt and frustration 
"Dave... | can't believe you." 

| sighed. 

Why was he being so dramatic? 


| got up and started walking out of the apartment, ignoring the sound of Junior's whiny voice behind me, telling 


me to come back and listen to him, calling me every name in the book 
| closed the door behind me without looking back 

He just needs to calm down 

He'll forgive me and handle this like he always does.. 


Won't he? 


Madman In His Cave 
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"This is so much better." | mumbled to myself. 
| unplugged the vacuum cleaner and put it in the crammed closet in the bedroom. 


The place was in a shambles when | returned earlier today, and | just finished returning it to a state of 


cleanliness. 
I've always tried to stay around to clean up behind Dave's messes. 
And maybe that's the problem. 


He knows that I'll always be here, knows that I'll always come back, knows that I'll always solve his problems. Or 


that I'll try to. 


Even when | leave- and, yes, the longest I've ever been gone was only two days- | can feel my stomach churn 


and heart become heavy. 
| can feel Dave destroying himself. 
And our relationship isn't too far behind. 


| try to leave to give us space, for the sake of my own sanity, and in hopes that Dave will come back to his 


senses. 

But it never works. Especially this time. 

| went into the bedroom to fix the sheets on the bed. 

| removed them from the bed to shake them a little. 

And on the floor fell some of Dave's "special stash," as he liked to call it. 


Unbelievable. 


"Junior!" 

| could recognize that drunken growl anywhere. 

The nerve of him. 

| know you're in here, kid!" 

Its as if everything goes in one ear and out the other. 

"You may as well stop hiding!" 

Sometimes | wonder why | even bother. 

The word "love" comes to mind. 

But it's hard to imagine that something that is meant to be so wonderful could be worth all of this. 
| walked out of the bedroom, bringing Dave's little package with me. 

As | entered into the living area, the foul odor of the streets filled my nostrils. 
| sighed. 

This cycle had to be broken 


| found Dave sprawled out on the couch with a cigarette in hand, his shoes and jacket laid out on the floor 


sloppily, returning the room to its previous state of entropy. 

"Did you lose this? Hm?" 

He turned to me nonchalantly, then looked at the container in my hands. 
| wanted to smack him as a sly smirk spread across his face. 

"Why? Did you want some?" 

"Are you kidding me--" 

"Then stay the fuck outta my stuff." 


He quickly got up and tried to snatch his little bag of goodies from me. But | wouldn't let go. And | wasn't about 
to let up. 


‘lm getting sick of your shit, Dave. l'm trying to make all of this work, trying to help you, and you just--" 


"Shut up! Stop trying to make yourself the fucking victim. And | hate it when you whine. It's not sexy. Now how 
about that rent, Junior? Did you take care of that?" 


He attempted to rip the pot from my hands, but, again, | held onto it 

| was enraged 

"You're so self-centered. You little bratty asshole" 

"You knew what | was like before you got into this. Don't act surprised now." 

His face was directly in front of mine, and | could smell the booze on his breath. 

"What, did you think you could change me?" 

"| thought that you just had your guard up because you needed love. Guess | was wrong” 
Im rot sure why | said that, but | immediately regretted it 

A look of hurt covered Dave's face, for all of one second 


Then his eyes went black and his famous snarl formed on his lips, as he swung his arm back and rammed his 


fist right into my face. 

| fell backwards into the wall and slid onto the floor. 

Dave clutched onto his newly retrieved package, with a wild look in his eyes. 

| held a hand over my now bleeding nose. 

"You say that, in love, you have to be willing to change," Dave mocked, angrily. 


"But then you always say that you love me for who | am and no matter what. | don't know what to believe. 


But I'll tell you one thing..quit trying to fucking change me!" 
His barking and the impact from the hit combined was giving me a massive headache. 
| held onto the wall to gain some balance, as | felt very lightheaded. 


My eyes stung with tears, but | wouldn't let them fall. 


| wouldn't let him win this round, 

"You're a fucking monster. You need help." 

"Did you listen to anything | just said?" 

"You've never listened to me--" 

"Shut the fuck up with the nagging." 

A tear slid down my face against my will. 

Damn it. 

Dave sneered demonically. 

| had enough. 

"Im leaving." 

"Good. Get out." 

| limped to the bedroom and grabbed some of my things. 

| felt Dave watching me. 

| knew he didn't really want me to leave.. deep down.. somewhere.. 

| headed out the door once | had enough to carry. 

"Get help." 

"Fuck you." 

| shut the door in his face and painfully stepped on, leaving the madman in his cave. 
| know he could get better. And | know that deep down he really wants to get help. Or, at least, maybe he does. 


But | just can't get through to him anymore. 


Empty 
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"Shut up, bitch! Don't say my name" 

| continued to thrust, harder and harder, until | came. 

| laid down on the bed, facing away from this crack-faced girl that | picked up off the street. 
She wasn't hot. 

She wasn't Junior. 

But she got the job done. 

She tried to cuddle me, but | pushed her off of me. 

| didn't need her affection | just needed to get laid. 

"Now get out" 

She cursed at me while throwing her clothes back on, then stormed out of the apartment. 

| laid down on the bed, grabbed a bottle of beer that sat on the nightstand, and began to gulp it down 
Laying in the darkness, | waited for a buzz 

| loved getting laid, and | had no problem with getting drunk, but it still wasn't enough. 

| needed something else. 

| lifted my pillow and fiddled around for the last bit of my shit 

| picked up the little package of crystal, and the band and the needles. 

| don't like to shoot, but it's all | have left. 


| wrapped the band around my arm, then stuck the needle in 


As | felt hints of the chemical rush through my veins, all | could see were visions of my Junior. 
| imagined those nights that we would shoot together when we didn't have anything else. 

We would be calm. 

We were just together. 

What a hypocrite. 

Not too long ago, he was doing all that | do and then some. 

Suddenly he decides that it's all too much for him, and he crawls his ass to rehab, dragging me along with him. 
| left after a few days. | tried to stay for Junior, but | couldn't do it. 

| couldn't deal with all of the "Be drug free, Jesus loves you" shit. 

But Junior stayed. And now he's, as he says, "clean". 

Now he acts like he's so much better than me. 

Blaming me for all this shit that's been going down. 

If its all so important, then why isn't he taking care if it himself? 

If he's trying to help me, as he said, then where the fuck did he go? 

| felt anger build within me. 

After all we've been through, he just up and leaves? 

Fuck him. 

My anger then turned into nausea. 

| ran into the bathroom and emptied the contents of my stomach. 


Emptied. 


Empty. 


| just felt so empty. 

Weakness and darkness took over me as | collapsed on the cold tiles. 
OIE 

Is there no peace anymore? 


You would think that sleeping would be one of the only regulating factors of my life. But instead, I'm breaking 


out into a cold sweat and seeing strange figures and moaning and shivering and shaking.. 
"Kid. Kid, get up." 


My eyes opened slowly and spotted the older scruffy man who decided that the best way to wake someone 
already tortured in his sleep is to shake him profusely. 


Then | realized something. 

He was the landlord of this building. 

Shit. 

"You can't stay out here, boy. You're disturbing my other tenants. You need to go.." 


| looked around me and noticed that | had been placed outside of my apartment with my few belongings, 


including my guitar. 

"Fuck, man, you can't help me out a little? | know | came up short, but--" 

"Short? You haven't given me a dime in three months. You've had enough chances. It's check-out time, boy." 
What is it with all of this “last chance" talk that's been going on around here? 

| didn't know what | would do. | couldn't just stay out in the street. 

| found the strength to stand and grab the dude by his collar. 

"Im not asking for another chance! I'm telling you that | ain't leaving!” 


The landlord grew angry and shoved me into the wall. | ran back over to him and he clobbered me in my 


stomach. 


That was the worst spot he could have possibly hit. 


| fell to the floor, wrapping my arms around my mid-section. Then, that asshole forced my head up so that | 
was looking at him straight in the face. 


"Look at yourself! You're wasting away and you're fighting me in light of your own shortcomings?" 
What language was this guy speaking? 


"You have a lot of nerve. You need to go learn some responsibility. And you need some help before you end up 


dead on the street" 

Ah, more lecturing. 

Fuck that. 

"Fuck you." 

"Get out" 

This seemed all too familiar. 

The landlord stood over me and watched me as | struggled with all of my things to make sure | left. 
| flipped him off as | exited the building, my feet hitting the cold cracked concrete. 
What to do, where to go.. 

| had no idea where Junior was. 

Not that | would go crawling back to him. 

| would hate to go begging to some "friend" to let me stay at their place. 

Nah, that just wouldn't work. 

| wouldn't want to ask someone from the band either.. 

The band. 

The studio. 


I'm sure | could just sneak in there for awhile. 


Clutching onto my shit and feeling really shitty, | limped onward to the studio. 
Hopefully there would be no one there and | would go unnoticed. 


Hopefully. 


An Unexpected Guest 
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"Ht would have to rain" | mumbled 

| walked out of the corner store that | work at part time. Or at least when the band isn't on the road 

All day | have been awaiting the moment that | would go home and pass out 

Being a checkout guy isn’t exactly the most difficult thing, but after being on my feet all day, | was bone tired. 
It wasn't the greatest job in the world, but it paid enough for me to have some money to live on 

Except, at the moment, it was only helping me pay for a few groceries. 


It did help me pay for the apartment that Dave and | shared, but then we were running low on funds as we 


paid for.. other things. 
Not that Dave cared. 


We could be out on the street for all he cared; as long as he got his fix, nothing else was deemed as 


important. 

So | left. 

| left the apathetic madman to himself. 

He needs to learn to stand on his own two feet. 

He needs to fight his own demons, and that's a battle | can't fight. 

| wouldn't lie and say that | didn't care about him, but | wasn't going to die trying to babysit him. 
He's a man, and he has to make a man's decision 


| quickly strolled down the sidewalk, clutching onto my small bag of groceries. 


| didn't mind paying for food alone, as | had free "housing". 


I've been staying in the studio since the other day. The owner said he didn't mind, as long as | didn't trash the 


place. 


It's been nice to have some solitude, time to practice some riffs, and to keep to myself. I've had the other 


guys, Jeff and Chuck, over to jam and hang out with. 

But, sometimes, | just feel so.. 

Alone.. 

But its for the best. 

| finally arrived to the entrance of the building. 

| swiftly stepped inside, shivering from the cold, heavy rain. 
| shook my soaking, dripping hair, and | took my jacket off. 


All| could do was envision myself curling up under some warm blankets, and taking a long ass nap after a hard 


day's work. 

As | walked down the hall, | noticed the door was slightly cracked open, and that the lights were on 
| heard heavy snoring coming from the inside. 

No. 

No way. 

What was going on? 

| hesitated, but then walked inside. 

| wanted to rid myself of the thoughts and possibilities that entered my head. 

But it was true. 

Because sure enough, there he laid, on my couch. 


Dave. 


Was here. 

On my couch. 

Snuggling under my blankets. 

Snoring like a bear. 

You've got to be kidding me. 

FEFE EE E FE E E E WE E AE E AE E WE WE WE E E E E E E WE E OK EE EK 

| just sat in a stool across the room from this beast of a man. 

| cannot believe this. 

The audacity of this man 

| could feel myself becoming extremely flustered. 

It would be stupid to say, "How did he find me here?" 

It's not like it was my place or anything. It's the studio. 

But why is he here? The whole idea of me leaving was so that we would have time apart! 
Did he run out of money? ls he sick? 

| don't understand. 

But | did know one thing: he couldn't stay here. 

Absolutely not. 

| slowly walked over to the sleeping man. 

Maybe | should try the gentle approach. 

Um, hey, Dave. Look, you know | love you, but | don't think there's enough room in here for both of us.. 
Nah, that wouldn't do. 


Dave, | didn't mean to run away from you. | love you too much to leave when things are going bad.. 


Lies, lies, lies. 

Dave, if you promise me you'll try to do better, I'll pay for you this time.just.just.. 

Fuck it. 

None of these would work. Not only were they false, but Dave could see right through any lie. 
And, plus, these were exactly the things that | was trying to avoid. 

| found myself pacing the floor, mumbling and cursing to myself. 

What to say.. 

"Well, well. Hello there." 

| stopped in my tracks and turned to see Dave sitting up and looking at me. 

And he looked just as confused as | did. 

"What the hell are you doing here?" 

"You mind if | ask you the same question?" 

Dave rolled his eyes. Perhaps | was the nuisance here? 

‘Junior, don't start with me, alright? I've got enough to deal with. Why are you following me around anyway?" 
Was this a joke? 

"How could | be following you? | was here first!" 

"And you say | need help." 

"Dave, | don't know what you're talking about. My stuff is sitting right over." 

Oh shit. 

Where was my stuff? 


Dave made a mock-shocked face. 


‘Oh, was that your stuff?" 

No he didn't. 

Tell me that he didn't. 

"What do you mean was?" 

Dave smirked and hid his face behind his hands. 


"You're such a child | don't have time for your shit anymore, Dave. 


And | don't know what's going on here, but | was here first. And l'm not babysitting you. You need to get out" 
Dave's smirk immediately faded, his disposition gone dark. 

He walked over slowly but menacingly. 

"Get out. I've heard one ‘get out too many. And I'm not taking that from you. Especially not you. Got it?" 


"You can't just come in here and think you're gonna bark and get your way. It doesn't work that way, believe it 


or not." 
"| don't ask often, Junior. You best be glad | have any patience for--" 
| don't give a fuck what you have patience for! Grow up, man, you're not having your way this time." 


| doubt that Dave was used to me talking back to him so much. He actually looked really taken back by each of 
my responses, but hid it behind that sniveling snarl. 


| hated arguing. | hated shouting, 

But | had to stand my ground 

"Hts not like you own the fucking place. Why can't you share it?" 
| laughed. 


| was completely baffled at how Dave completely disregarded all that went down previously, how he could be so 


narrow-sighted. 
"No, Dave." 


"No?" 


"Nope." 

"What ‘ya mean, no?" 

"No! Hell, no. You do know what that means?" 

| know you've lost your damn mind if you think you're gonna talk to me like that. Wow, so you've been gone 
for one day, and now you think you're tough shit? Fuck that, Junior. We both know the truth. We both know 
how lonely you've been without me." 

He walked behind me and softly wrapped his arms around my shoulders. 

| shivered as his lips and warm breath touched my neck, causing my nerves to tingle. 


| wasn't gonna lie, this felt good. 


It reminded me of the old times, when Dave and | would hold each other and whisper sweet nothings to each 


other and stay up all night and shoot each other up and.. 

No. 

Everything was different now. 

| pulled Dave's arms from around me and backed away, facing him. 

So what if | hadn't gotten laid.in a little while.. 

If it meant that | would still have my sanity, it had to be worth it. 

"No, Dave." 

Dave acted disappointed. 

"Oh, c'mon Junior. Don't tell me you don't miss it," Dave replied, trying to reach out for my arm. 
| slapped his hand away from me, and thought about what he said. Or behind what he said. 
"You certainly did." 

Dave laughed obnoxiously. 


"Dude, what are you saying?" 


"Don't play stupid. | know you've been sleeping around with some chicks since you can't ever seem to function 
without some sort of stimulation" 


‘It was just some sluts, Junior. Don't act like a pussy, like | ‘cheated’ on you." 
By now, | was sweating with anger. This was getting to be too much. 

| needed to know why he was here. 

| guess if you actually cared, you would understand." 

"Fuck, Junior--" 

"Why are you here, Dave? What'd you do?" 

"Oh, so what did | do? Like it's my fault--" 

"When isn't it your fault?" 

Dave looked shocked. 

| didn't really mean that, but | had to show him who was taking charge now. 
"You got kicked out, didn't you?" 

Dave stared at the wall guiltily. 

"| should've known...” 


"Well, if you would have just taken care of it like you always do and stop being a prick and running out every 


two seconds, then maybe it wouldn't have happened 

"You have a lot of nerve Dave. It was your responsibility, not mine. And you fucked up. Now fix it! 
| walked over to the door and held it open 

"Get out" 

"You fucking-~" 


"GET OUT!" 


Dave just stared at me in complete shock. 
"| hate you. Didn't need you anyway." he mumbled 
He walked out the door and slammed it in my face. 
Tell me this all didn't just happen 

| slid down to the floor, covering my face. 

Salty, bitter tears ran down my cheeks 

Dave.. 


Why couldn't everything just go back to normal? 


My Little Secret 
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The cars whiz past me, people walk around me, the clouds pass over me. 

The world is moving, life is going on 

But not for me. 

I've been living like a hobo for the past few days, since Junior kicked me out of the studio. 
He kicked me out. 

He pushed me away. 

| can't believe that this is the same Junior I've known and loved these past few years. 
My Junior. 

Junior. 

It's funny how things change. 

From an innocent young farm boy to my little comrade to an arrogant asshole. 

He was, indeed, an asshole. 

| mean, is it right to kick someone you love to the curb? And then act like it's his fault? 
Maybe l'm crazy.. 

Not. 

And, literally, he did kick me to the curb. 


There's an alley between an office and this crummy pizza place with a little abandoned hut at the end of it, 


not too far from the studio. 
Its become my designated alley to go to when | couldn't hook up with some chick. 


And | refused to ask anyone else to let me stay at their place. | didn't want to be known as the Dave Mustaine 
who asks for handouts. 


Not happening. 
Plus, this wasn't too bad. 


When | couldn't get my hands on any cash, | would smuggle food from the makeshift restaurant. | haven't been 
caught yet, so | figured that this would work for a little while longer. 


And it wasn't the only thing I've been able to smuggle.. 


Some other fools that | met would come back here at my hideout and make some special deliveries as 


discreetly as they could. 
They would ask to stay at my place, but | would say, "Fuck off. This ain't a junkie house." 
We would cook the crack and shit in the house, then distribute it between us to sell at our discretion. 


Surprisingly, or maybe not so surprisingly, we weren't getting much income, ‘cause we were certainly having 


our fun 
But the hut was filled with such a strong smell that | just had to leave. 
| couldn't even breathe. 

And sitting here on the front steps of the office, | still felt suffocated 
Closed in 

People would walk past me, staring as if in horror. 

What the fuck? 

Fuck them. 

People are so judgmental 


But at the same time, life was just passing by me, and it was like people were helping it happen and laughing as 


it did 

Junior. 

People. 

Junior was one of these people. 

One of these people who took a piece of me and ran away with it. 
Maybe | actually possess something of value. 

Or maybe not. 

| ran my hands through my frizzy red hair and grunted in frustration. 
| felt my head pounding profusely. 

| just want to go home.. 

Home. 

What home? 

What am | even saying right now? 

| felt tears burn the brims of my eyelids. 

What the hell is happening to me.. 

"Hey, dude. Can | ask you for somethin?" 

| quickly wiped my face and looked up. 


This chubby, clean-shaven guy trying to pass for a street hoodlum stood in front of me, with his brand new 


sneakers and some type of name brand sweatshirt. 
| looked him over suspiciously, as he looked back down at me with a cheesy, painted-on, white grin 
How could he be into this shit? 


Him? 


Well, | guess you never know.. 

"Um, sure dude. Right this way." 

He followed me back down the alley to my little secret "annex". 

| pushed the sticky door open and kicked some shit out of the pathway. 

Hope he doesn't mind the mess. 

| stepped through the madness that flooded the floor and lifted the little curtain that hid my little pharmacy. 


Kneeling down, | looked through the merchandise to see how much | had left over after my late night 


excursion 
And to my surprise, | had plenty. 

"Okay," | said, standing on my feet. 

| forced on my business smile. 

Gotta make it my own way, right? 

"So do you have any idea what you might..want..” 

Are you fucking serious? 

| couldn't believe it. 

I've been jipped once again. 

A badge. 

He was holding up a badge. 

This fake ass street boy was a cop. 

| don't think so," he said, still with his cheesy "you just got caught" grin. 
"The gig is up. Let's go, pal." 


Fuck. 


Procedure. 

Arms behind my back 

Cuffs on my hands. 

Shoved into a car. 

People point and stare. 

The world was closing in on me. 


Fuck everything. 


Am | My Lover's Keeper? 
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"Have you been able to get in touch with him?" 

"What?" 

| held the phone close to my face as Jeff questioned me on the other end of the line. 

"Davel Have you spoken to Dave?" 

| sighed. 

Could | just not have to worry about him for just one day? 

"No, Jeff. You know | haven't." 

"Dude, I'm sorry. | was just wondering. Haven't heard from him in a minute." 

When does Dave inform anyone about what he's up to? And why should | pretend to care now? 
"alright, man." 

"Sorry, David" 

"Bye" 

| hurriedly placed the phone on the receiver. 

| was not interested in where this conversation was going. 

At all. 

It just seemed that the further you try to run away from a problem, the more it comes back to haunt you. 


And | have a feeling that this will apply to both of us, Dave and |. 


Whatever. 

I'm just so tired. 

| need a break. 

| had just returned to the studio from work when Jeff called 

It's time to unwind. 

| made some hot coffee and laid down on my couch, wrapping myself in my warm blankets. 
| sipped on the hot beverage, then placed it on the lamp stand. 

| closed my eyes. Time to catch some z's.. 

RING 

Or maybe not. 

| huffed at the obnoxious ringing of the phone and snatched it off the receiver. 

Play rice, David. 

"Hello?" 

"Hello, is this Mr. Ellefson?" 

"yes?" 

"This is your real estate agent, calling to inform you that everything is settled for your new property." 
l'm glad he called. 

| could use some good news. 

"Oh, um.. thank you for letting me know." 

"You can set up a time to come by again before you decide to move in" 


“Alright, thanks." 


Again, | placed the phone on the receiver. 


| had been saving up enough money to buy a small house for Dave and | since we were living in that old 


apartment. 

It was small, and it was no mansion. 

But it was cozy, and a lot better than the apartment. 
And it was just for the two of us. 

Or, at least, it would have been. 


| was trying to surprise him with it, so | worked twice as much to put down money for the house and to help 


pay for the things we needed. 

Dave was to help pay the rent, but it didn't play out well obviously. 

Now I'm wondering if this whole venture was even worth it. 

Maybe it was best that | just moved in while | didn't have much to worry about. 
Or much to think about.. 

| felt myself dozing off again, my body slowly sinking under the covers.. 

RING 

Are you kidding me? 

Grabbing the phone angrily, | put on a happy face. 

People can catch your tone through the phone. 

"Yog?" 

"Are you looking to succeed in your musical career? Then you need our services--" 
| slammed the phone down. 

Fucking sales call, thinking they could make a deal by calling a studio. 


Smart. 


| sat and glared at the phone. 

As long as these people are going to keep interrupting my nap, I'm not moving from this spot.. 
Not.. 

moving.. 

RING 

Apparently, what | wanted and what these people wanted were two different things. 

"What?!" 

"Çan you bail me out?" 

Whoa. 

Was this real? 

"what?" 

"They set bail. Can you get me out?" 

| just couldn't get away from it, could I? 

No matter how hard | tried, he was always there. 

And he always needed me. 

| had been able to keep to myself and avoid getting taken advantage of for this short period of time. 
But, honestly, | knew it wouldn't last. 

Although, | wanted it to.. 

"Junior?" 

| didn't know what to say. 


"Are you there?" 


Just because | help him out one time doesn't mean that he had to take control of the situation.. 
"Junior, please?" 

Wow, was he begging? 

| sighed, holding my head in one hand. 

"ll come down, Dave. I'll help you out” 

He seemed relieved 

"Thanks, Junior." 

"Yeah." 

| placed the phone back down with my shaking hand, and wiped my sleepy eyes. 

No sleep for me tonight, huh? 

IK 

There was always a feeling that hovered over police stations. 

From when you were a little kid, reading your superhero comics, it's where they threw all of the bad guys. 
When you're a junkie or a pusher, or both, its that notorious place that you feared for your life. 
Once you're clean, it's one of those places you scoff at and subconsciously attempt to avoid. 


And when you've been all three, there's just an eerie feeling that overcomes you, a shadow made up of your 


past and of the doubts of your future. 

Its like you've been there, done that, and don't plan on doing it again 

Or that you know you've never done it, but that you've been in an instance where you were awfully close. 
| couldn't escape these feelings as | walked into this big brick slab of a building, 


Go in, get Dave, get out..go in, get Dave, get out.. 


That was the plan. 


| took a deep, shaky breath. 
Let's just get this over with.. 


| made my way to the front desk, where a fellow sleep-deprived man, slouched in his chair with his hat 


covering his face. 

| cleared my throat unassumingly to get his attention, but to no avail. 
He just kept snoring. 

| noticed a bell sat on the desk. 

Tapping it softly, | awaited his response. 

But, again, nothing. 

| didn't want to be rude, but this was getting crazy. 

| struck the bell this time with an obnoxious force, startling the officer. 
Oops. 

"You don't have to get pushy, son,” he grunted. 

‘I'm sorry, but |--" 


"What do you need that's so worth interrupting my rest? I'm a cop. Do you know what that means? | bust my 
ass all day to protect the vermin-infested streets you folks are living on, all so they can be filled again!" 


"Um.'m sorry?" 

"No, you're not. Now what do you want?" 

"Bail was set for David--" 

"Oh, him? Redhead guy?" 

| guess Dave makes a mark wherever he goes. 
"Yes sir." 


"That kid's a riot. Just go over to that desk, they'll handle it” 


"Thank you." 

| walked over to the other desk and took care of business. Then, | sat in a chair and waited for Dave. 
| wondered how long this would take. 

That's when my favorite grumpy officer walked over with a face of scorn 

"You need to help your friend” 

What? 

ins 

"The redhead boy. You need to help your friend out! 

"Um, l'm not sure if you understand.” 


"Sure, | understand. I've seen too many cases of these things. You need to help him. He must learn to be 


responsible, no doubt, but you can't leave him now. Not when things are going bad" 
"Leave? How do you know-~" 

"l ain't stupid, boy." 

And with that, he walked to a back room. 

What is this? 

What could he possibly know about my situation? 
Was he right? 

No, he couldn't be right. What more could | do.. 
"Junior." 

| looked up. 

And there he was. 


Dave. 


He looked worse than the last time | saw him. 

| could tell he hasn't seen good food or a shower in days. 
But a small smile still cracked through his dirt-stained face 
"Let's go, Dave” 

Here we go. 


My lover's keeper, again. 


Holier Than Thou 
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"Hey, Junior," | said with a small smile. 

Not only was | glad to get out of this hellhole, but it was nice to see a familiar face. 

It was nice that Junior actually decided to help me out. 

"Lets go, Dave," he replied, dryly. 

Although his attitude didn't seem too nice.. 


But whatever. I'll put up with it for now. 


| walked out of the police station into the gloomy night air with my estranged escort, who stayed a few paces 


away from me and was awkwardly silent. 

Now what? 

"So what have you been up to, Junior?" 

He mumbled something incoherently, looking in the total opposite direction from me. 
"lm sorry?" 

‘No you're not" 

“Junior, l--" 

"Forget it" 

| couldn't help but laugh. This was crazy. 

"Dude, | just got here. What could | have possibly done this time?" 


"You know what you did. Got arrested, and you still couldn't stop, could you?" 


How did he know? 
Okay, so | was able to get my hands on some shit while | was in there. 
But how could you not? 


When you're thrown in a room with a bunch of tough guys, you're damn straight that there's going to be 
some supply among them. 


What did Junior expect? 

"Relax, man. It's not a big fucking deal.” 

He stopped walking and grabbed my arm, twisting me around to face him. 
His eyes almost looked electric, dancing angrily like little balls of fire. 

His face was covered in sweat, panic, and irateness. 

What was this kid's problem? 

"Look at youl” 

Me? What about me? 


"You're living on the street without a dime to your name, and you're not even trying to make it work. You've 


been arrested, Dave! Arrested!" 

He shook as he spoke. 

| wasn't sure if he was nervous or sick or whatever, but! could never get used to him raising his voice. 
"And you look completely malnourished.. and you smell." 

"Well, no shit, man | was in a police station, not a fucking hotel." 

He covered his face with his hands, and shook his head as if disappointed. 

"Dave..you just don't get it" 


"Get what?! Don't start fucking lecturing me." 


He sighed, uncovering his face, and started walking off. 

"C'mon, Dave." 

Rolling my eyes, | followed him in silence. 

OOK 

We finally arrived at the studio. 

Finally. 

| looked around the place, and it looked even more bland than the last time | was here. 
Boxes stacked in the corner and shit. 

The place nearly looked empty and just... boring. 

"So this is how you're livin?" 

Junior looked at me with a hurt expression, as if to say, "You have a lot of nerve." 
Not that | cared or anything. 

| chuckled to myself. 

Junior. 

He will never stop playing the victim, will he? 

“That's what happens when you spend money on shit you actually need." 

"A few months ago you were spending money on shit you needed, and you weren't this miserable." 
"You don't say..." 

| was tired of him being a hypocrite. It was really starting to get to me. 

"If you're spending money on shit you actually need, then why are you still here?" 
"| won't be for long." 


"What's that supposed to mean?" 


"Forget it" 

| don't understand him. 

"C'mon. You need a bath." 

Dirtbag. 

You're a dirtbag, Dave. 

What the fuck? 

I's as if my own mind was turning on me.. 


| followed Junior up some stairs to a cramped bathroom. 
Dirt. 

Dirty. 

You piece of shit-- 

"SHUT UP!" 

"Dave!" 

"What?!" 

| looked at him frantically, trying to catch my breath. 
He looked back at me with sheer disappointment. 
"You're in really bad shape, Dave.." 

"Oh, please. Shut up." 

No nagging, not now. 

My head can't take it right now, just something.please.. 


"One day you'll understand." 


He turned the knob so that hot water rushed into the small white tub. 
Understand, understand.. 

Understand what? 

Junior helped me take off my clothes, however roughly he handled me. 
Why was he helping me in the first place? 

"Understand what? Why you hate me? Or why l'm not perfect like you are?" 
Ha, let's see him respond to that one. 

"Dave..what..” 

He sighed in aggravation. 

"There are clean clothes and a towel right there when you're done.." 
Clean. 

Junior walked out mumbling. 

That kid.. 

Clean. 

| want to be clean 

| splashed the bath water a little. 

Don't you want to be clean? 

| scrubbed my skin nonchalantly. 

You want to look clean. 

You need to look clean, so that you can get by.. 

| drizzled the holy water on my head. 


See? You're good now. 


"Enough of this." 

| stood and stepped out of the tub, and let the murky water drain. 

| grabbed the towel and rubbed my skin 

Rolls of dead skin and dirt formed as | dried myself. 

No, Dave. You're not quite there yet.. 

| put on the boxers, sweatpants, and t-shirt that Junior left for me, then headed downstairs to the room. 
| walked in to see Junior sitting on the couch eating something out of a small bowl. 

His nose and eyes were red, so he had to be crying. 

And, of course, it was my fault, right? 

| giggled and sprawled across the other side of the couch. 

"Something funny?" 

"Yeah. You." 

"What'd | do?" 

"The question is, what did | do, right? Because you always seem to be whining about something | did." 
Junior groaned. 

"Why do | put up with this.." 

"What was that?" 

"Nothing." 

"That's what | thought" 

| stood and looked around the room for some food. 


| wouldn't let Junior know, but I've been starving. 


| looked up at Junior with a small smile. 

"Got anything to eat?" 

He didn't move from his spot. He just sat there eating, 

"Help yourself 

"To what?" 

"Go scavenge for something. You're good at that, aren't you?" 

"For fuck's sake, Junior! What the hell do you want from me?!" 

He threw his bowl down and stood up, getting in my face. 

"No, what do YOU want from me?!" 

‘| want you to just go back to being the way you were!" 

"And | want you to stop being an asshole, but apparently neither one of us are gonna get what we want." 
What the fuck is his problem? He needs to get knocked out. 

No, no, don't smite the precious angel. 

Never harm the holy. 

"Damn, Junior. I'm sick and tired of your ‘holier than thou' attitude. Not too long ago, you were shootin’ up and 
shit right next to me! Now you act like you're the fuckin’ second coming of Christ, and I'm the dirt at the 
bottom of your shoe!" 

"Dave..where is this even coming from?" 

"You! You used to be mine, now your this highfalutin asshole!" 

Highfalutin? Where did that even come from? 

"No. | stopped killing myself. And | want you to stop killing yourself. | know you can be better than this." 
"Better than you?" 


"Stop! Stop it, Dave! Stop saying that!" 


"Stop what? And why? Because l'm right?" 
He's gonna leave you. 
He's done with you. 


"No, because you're wrong! l'm not better than anyone. But | made a decision. A good decision. And you have to 


make one, too." 

"What are you saying?" 

"You have to decide whether you want to live..or not. And you need to do it..on your own." 
See? 

See, Dave? 

He's getting rid of you. 

He's too holy for you. 

"You need to fight your own battles, fight your own demors.." 
Angels and devils cannot coexist. 

"You need to do this for your own good. You need to do this..alone..” 
Good versus evil. 

Good hates evil. 

He hates me. 

"You're just gonna send me off? Why? Because you hate me?" 


"Because | love you. | love you, Dave, but | can't live my life like this. You need to fix this. I'll always be there 


for you, but | won't do it for you." 


If you love me, then why are you abandoning me? If you're such a saint, then why aren't you helping me? 


What the fuck is your problem?" 


I'm not abandoning you. And I've already helped you too much! That's the problem!" 


| don't get it, man. | don't get you." 
"Dave." 

"Junior." 

He held the door open. 

He's forcing me out into the abyss. 
Back where | belong. 

"Call me if you need me." 

"Fuck you." 

"| love you, Dave." 

"Don't say that to mel" 

| slammed the door behind me. 
Figure it out, Dave. 

Precious angel dropped from heaven.. 
Where to go.. 

| have no idea what l'm doing now. 
Tears filled my eyes as | walked down the cracked cement. 


| could sympathize with the devil, we were both kicked into a bottomless pit by the only ones "greater" than 


ourselves 
Its so cold, so dark 

My body shook as | continued to walk. 
You're still falling, Dave 


Whenever you feel like you're on top, you're still falling. 


You may feel at rest for a moment, but you're still falling. 

There's a small corner store. Maybe | can grab some food or something without getting caught. 
And soon you'll fall to your death.. 

| walked into the run down little shop and looked around. 

Just some fat guy sleeping behind the corner. 

| shoved a small bag of potato chips into my pocket and rushed off to a room with a messed up door. 
| walked in and saw that it was a bathroom. 

Piss all over the floor. 

It smelled like shit. 

Cracked mirror. 

Dripping sink. 

What of it.. 

| dried my face with my hands and crouched down on the floor. 

| ripped the bag open and engorged myself with the potato chips, hardly coming up for air. 

Get your head out of the trough, you fucking piece of shit. 

What else was in my pocket.. 

Oh, yes. 

How could | forget? 

Sorry, Junior. 

Looks like the devil won this round. 


Crystal from my fellow jail birds. 


We were all fighting the same demons. 

We were all demons. 

| felt the rush, | felt the heat, | felt the twinge.. 

But something still didn't feel right. 

| shook violently, my head was spinning, my nose was bleeding. 
What the fuck is going on? 

God never loved you, God would never sustain you.. 

No, no, no, this can't be. 

Lucifer, | thought we were on the same page. 

| thought you understood me. 

We have so much in common. 

Would you betray me, too? 

But since when could you ever trust a devil.. 

My face fell onto the cold damp floor. 

| held onto the broken tile for my dear life. 

Life. 

What is life? 

Nothing now. 

| felt the darkness close around me, shutting my mind down completely. 
But for whatever reason, the last thing | could think of was Junior. 
He knew you were damned, Dave. 


He knew you were condemned. 


But you didn't listen. 
And, still, you don't care. 
Someone, please. 

Save me, spare me. 


Just bring me back.. 


The Dark Side of The Moon 
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"Damn it!" 


| bent down to pick up the shattered glass with my shaking hands, as my boss ranted and raved about paying 


attention and being careful with the merchandise. 

"What's your problem today, Ellefson?" 

yea 

"You're slacking! | need you to focus, boy." 

‘Im sorry." 

"Oh, sure. Everybody's sorry. Just clean this mess up." 

He stormed off, grumbling about irresponsible kids. 

| continued to pick up the glass, then proceeded to throw it away. 

Thank God that this was the end of my shift, because, clearly, | couldn't hold myself together right now.. 
And it's ridiculous. 


You would have thought that isolating myself would have helped me maintain my sanity. But, instead, | feel like 


l'm losing it. 

| grabbed my jacket, and hurried out of the door. 
What's wrong with me? 

Hopefully my shakes will disappear by tonight. 


| was supposed to be going out with the guys soon- Jeff and Chuck, and a few other guys they invited. 


At first, | didn't want to go. 

| knew | would feel like the odd man out. | usually always did. 

| mean, I'm a pretty much easy-going guy and | get along with a good number of people. 
But I'm still the shy farmer boy who came to LA. and fell into the strong alluring arms of.. 
No, don't say his name. 

Don't even mention it. 

Moving on. 

But without him, | wouldn't feel covered. 

| wouldn't be able to hold his arm and smirk after he told somebody off for me. 


| wouldn't even have that rare proud feeling while standing under him as we walked in the building with all eyes 


on us, keeping my head up high, as if to say, "Yes, | know, and he belongs to me. 

But for how long could one stand under the shadow of the unstable? 

Because, otherwise, | didn't need to get into anymore trouble. 

| didnt want to be associated with that. 

| need to forget it all. 

And you will, David! 

You're gonna have fun tonight! 

You're gonna go out, you're gonna laugh, you'll be carefree, not a worry in the world! 
Or, at least, | could try. 

| popped my collar as | walked, bopped my head to the rhythm of my walk, put on a cocky smile. 
You dont need him, David 


No, | don't. 


You gotta live your life. 

I's hard to live your life when a piece of you is missing. 

You've changed. 

You broke the mold 

He has to shape up if he wants to fit into your life now. 

Yes, but-- 

Damn! 

| tripped over the threshold of the door of the studio and fell forward in the brisk breeze. 
Very smooth. 

| stood unsteadily, feeling embarrassed in front of my own presence and my presence alone. 
My hand fumbled as | took my key out of my pocket, growing frustrated all the more. 
David! 

Get a hold of yourself. 

Finally, the door unlocked and opened, and | frantically rushed inside. 

The guys would be here soon to walk to this nearby bar and grill. 


| quickly bathed, and dressed in jeans, an Iron Maiden t-shirt, a black leather jacket, and some high-top 


sneakers. 

| ran a hand through my hair as | looked in the cracked crooked mirror. 
Alright, David. 

It's time to go. 


At that moment, | heard a knock at the door. 


| took a deep breath and stumbled like a klutz as | answered the door. 


Jeez. 

"Yo, David!" 

"Hey, what's up man?" 

"How you feelin?" 

| stuttered, attempting to answer the chorus of greetings. 

"Um.hey, guys," | replied, giggling nervously. 

"You ready, man?" 

"Um, yeah." 

Smile, David, smile. 

Jeff gave me a hard yet friendly pat on the back with a huge grin on his face. 
"Glad you came, man 

"Yeah, thanks for inviting me." 

"Of course." 

They all started their male bonding, laughing and talking and messing around with each other. 
| stayed a few paces behind, hands in my pockets, looking down at my feet. 
The chill in the air made me shiver, my teeth chattering slightly. 

lve lost my bodyguard, my protection 

It was a shady covering. 

My security blanket was insecure. 

How about that? 

| groaned deeply. 


You're not supposed to be thinking about him. 


| know, but. 

Forget him! 

| wonder what he's up to.. 

No good, as always. 

But | cant help but feel partly responsible.. 
"Hey, man Are you alright?" 


| looked up with a small gasp, abruptly being pulled out of my thoughts. 


| didn't know what to say. 

If | gave him some bullshit answer, he'd know that | was lying. 

But no one really knew about.. well, the runaway and |. 

No one thought that we were anything more than good friends, brothers.. 
And now definitely was not a good time to dispel any information about our situation 
‘Im fine," | finally managed to say. 

"You sure, man? You seem kinda jumpy." 

‘lm good." 

He smiled reassuringly. 

"Loosen up, kid. Just relax tonight" 

| tried to smile back, but it was like pulling teeth. 

Hm, its funny how they say it takes more muscles to frown than to smile. 


"|| try" 


We finally arrived at the bar and grill, and soon were seated. 


The guys all were conversing, girls coming over sitting on their laps, drinking their shots and sharing a light for 
their cigarettes.. 


Needless to say, | just felt. 

Detached 

| found myself looking out the window gazing at the dark side of the moon 
Could we both be looking up at the same moon? 

The only thing that would connect us now? 

How could we be comected if we couldn't see it? 

Or maybe only | just couldn't see. 

"Dude!" 

"What?!" 

| swiftly looked over. 

Oh, great: 

Everyone was already getting their party on. 

"We took the liberty of ordering you some drinks.” 

| looked at the smirks on their faces, then looked down at the table. 
A line of bourbon shots sat before me. 

Nope 

"C'mon, guys." 

"No, do it! Besides, its your turn," Chuck rebutted 


"| don't recall seeing y'all drinking any of these--" 


"How would you know? You were too busy daydreaming!" 


Everyone laughed hysterically. They were obviously already a little sprung from whatever little drinks they 
had. 


But | knew for a fact that there was no way that they had tried to drink each other under the table. 
"Ha, | bet ya Dave wouldn't be scared to do it!" 

"Dave would do anything!” 

"Crazy, man, crazy! He was insane." 

"And never ashamed, either!" 

| froze. 

Everyone started slapping fives and cracking jokes and cracking up and reminiscing about the redhead. 
About the man who once was. 


We were sitting around a round table at a repass, reminiscing about our dearly departed, and | was the only 


one mourning the death. 

Everyone else was making light of the life. 
Stop it. 

Everyone stop it. 

How disrespectful could you be? 

Wait, he's not even dead. 

No, you're dead to him. 

You're dead to that. 

The heat of emotion overtook my body. 

| couldn't take it anymore. 


| got up and | ran out of there, leaving the cheery company to themselves. 


The nerve of them. 

The nerve of HM. 

The nerve of you, David. 

You. 

"David!" 

Don't you dare look back, just keep on running. 

Just get the fuck outta here. 

"Wait up!" 

So they pretend to care now. 

A few seconds ago, they were mocking me.. 

Him. 

They were mocking him. 

They laughed him to scorn 

"Shit, man. You've got some legs on you." 

| felt a hand touch my shoulder, and WHAM! 

Fuck, did | just hit you? 

| didn't mean it, | swear, | don't even know why | did it. 
What the hell is wrong with me? 

"Jeff.l'm s-sorry..” 

| grabbed one of his hands to help pull him up, while his other hand held his probably sore jaw. 


He just chuckled. 


"No worries, dude. I'm actually concerned about you." 
Me? What about me? 


"What do you mean?" 


"Well, for one thing, you just ran away from the party, dudel And you seem so anxious...” 


A hand ran through my hair, then made its way to my burning cheeks. 

"C'mon, dude. Talk to me." 

Not happening. 

Ever. 

‘I'm not used to seeing you so upset." 

My nerves tingled, my hands shook, my forehead built with beads of perspiration. 
Stop. 

Get off of me. 

"Jeff, | told you, I'm fine. Really." 

| brushed his hand off of me as | shivered. 


| was starting to feel really uncomfortable.. 


"Look, man. l'm just worried about you. You've just been acting differently. But you don't have to tell me now if 


you don't wanna." 

He wrapped an arm around my shoulder. 
"At least come join us, kid" 

Kid. 

No, he can't call me kid 


That will just remind me of.. 


"Well... fine." 

He smiled blissfully, and led me back to the restaurant, holding me close to him under his arm. 
But it just wasn't the same. 

No, not at all, 

Never. 


| looked back up at the moon, which was now completely covered by a dark cloud. | could only tell that it was 


there because of the rays of light that stuck out from behind it 

Hope during your darkest hour. 

Wishing for the best when there's a chance that things will never be the way they once were. 
Or the way they could be. 

Or perhaps there was no chance. 

A small tear ran down my face as we walked on in the darkness 

A dark moon 

Ive lost connection with you. 

Maybe it's for the better, or maybe it's for worst 

Maybe it's a real sign that | need to forget about you 


But, goddamn it, it's gonna be hard. 


Bardo 
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If you love me, you'll never leave. 

If you love me, you'll stay alive. 

If you love me, you'll let me die 

You know what I've been through. 

Don't do that, dont shock my body, don't shock my soul 
No, no, stop 

Please just stop. 

| want to stay here. 

It's so calm, it's so peaceful down here. 
So quiet, there's no one to fear. 

No one to nag me. 

No one to bother me. 

Eternal rest, just-- 

Nol 

What-- 

"Clear!" 


"He's up! We've got him!" 


"Rush him down the hall, Scotty. Stabilize him. You know what to do." 
"Right away, Doctor. Let's move, people!" 

My chest heaved up and down rapidly. 

| gasped for air. 

The sudden exposure to the light blinded me. 

The world and the wind whirled past me. 

My body shook, cold and wet and unprotected. 

My eyes whipped around, but couldn't make out the shadows or the figures of light they were presented with. 
What's happening? 

What.. 

"David? Hey, kid, you're going to be okay. Just stay calm.. 

What is he saying? 


His voice was just a mob of noise, blended with the sounds of the beeping machines and running nurses and 


rubbernecking visitors. 

My vision was blurring at the same rate. 
Where am |? 

Who am |? 

And what am | doing here? 

Back so soon, Dave? 

What was that? 

Who said that? 


Because that was the last voice | heard.. 


KEKEKE 

Beep.. Beep.. Beep.. 

| don't think I've ever heard anything more fucking obnoxious. 

And | should know. 

I've heard some pretty ridiculous shit in my-- 

Wait, wait... 

Where was the noise even coming from? 

| struggled to open my eyes that were sealed with a crusted layer of pus and matter. 
With all of my might | tried to pull the lids open, nearly raising my eyebrows to my scalp. 
Ugh.. 

Just the effort in itself was adding onto my numbing pain. 

It was as if someone glued my eyelashes to my skin 

Someone please help me | can't see please someone let me see. 

Please. 

The first hint of light peeped through as | was able to slowly but surely open one eyelid. 
Then the second eyelid. 

White light, so big and bright. 

Nothing majestic, nothing astronomical, nothing heavenly. 

Just a big bright obnoxious light. 

| closed my eyes. 

Too much light. 


Sorry, | asked for too much. 


| just wanted to know that | could see.. 

Beep.. 

| slowly reopened my eyes and looked over to the source of the stupid sound in my peripheral vision. 
A black box on a pole with a bunch of numbers and green lines and code names and scientific shit.. 
You see that? 

You're still here. 

Where the fuck am |? 

"David, you're awake!" 

Not so loud, fucker. 

My ears rang, and my head pounded. 

All | could hear was the pounding of feet and the loud scruffy voice of a big stubby man in scrubs.. 
Perhaps | was in hell. 


"We're lucky we were able to keep you here, boy. It doesn't happen for a lot of people. You'd better thank your 
lucky stars, kid" 


Stars. 

What stars? 

Maybe if | wish upon a star, it could take me the fuck outta here. 

Maybe | could figure out where | am. 

Maybe | could bring my personal little lucky star back to me. He would always respect my wishes. 
But then again, where was he? 

He left me to make my bed in hell as he climbed his ass back up to the pearly gates. 


| have no fucking lucky stars. 


And | most certainly didn't have any luck. 

"Alright. We need to run some tests to make sure you're doing okay, yeah?" 
Alright, man. 

Wait. 

No, | didn't actually say that, did |? 

| haven't said anything at all 

Is this real? 

What's wrong, Dave? 

s 

You can't speak. You shouldn't speak. 

There's no more to be said. 

You're a basket case, you're the living dead, you're-- 

"Dave? Can you hear me?" 

Yes! 

Yessir, yes, | can hear you perfectly fine. 

| could make out your voice in a large, bustling crowd 

Really, | could. 

Just know that | can hear you. 

No, Dave, no. 

You might be able to hear him, but he sure as hell can't hear you. 


But why? 


"Kid, | need you to respond.” 

| attempted to lick my dry, cracked lips, using a tongue that was just as dry. 
| was thirsty. 

| was in pain. 

And | couldn't move. 

| glanced down my entire body, but | just couldn't move it. 
| just felt.. 

That's it. 

| couldn't feel, 

| couldn't speak. 

No, no, no. 

This cannot be happening. 

This is crazy. 

This is insane. 

Someone please take me out of this. 

Give me my voice back 

Let me run, let me sing, let me talk, let me breathe. 

| wish, | wish upon a star that | could-- 

Fuck it. 


Someone just hold me and tell me it's all going to be okay and that you'll be there and that we'll get through 
this and that I'll get back to normal and.. 


Now | lay me down to sleep, | pray The Lord my soul to keep, if | should die before | wake, | pray The Lord my 
soul to take. 


Amen. 

Oh? 

Then why the fuck am | still laying here like a-- 
Basket case, Dave, basket case. 

They should have just cut the cord, 

Its pointless. 

No, no, my body is still here. 

But for what purpose? 

What will you do now? 

My lungs felt like they were about to explode. 
My body shook. 

Beep beep beep beep beep. 

The sound was just growing more loud and rapid. 
"Mr. Mustaine! Please, relax!" 

Relax? 


Relax! 


You try to fucking relax when your very soul has left your body but your still trapped down here. 


You try to relax when you've lost all normal capabilities. 


You try to relax when the only voice you can make out isn't coming from the person standing in front of your 


fucking face. 


You relax when no one loves you or comes to help you.. 


Or has just forgotten about you. 


You may be a doctor with some dumb ass degrees. 

But don't you dare tell me to relax until you've walked in the shoes of the walking dead. 
Or laid in the grave clothes of the sleeping dead. 

Or if you've tried to heal my soul.. 

Who are all of these people? 

Why are they standing over me? 

What are they doing? 

Tying you down.. 

Tubes in my arms and up my nostrils, straps around my body, hands pressing down on me.. 
Keeping you down 

No, keeping me grounded. 

They don't care, they want to get rid of you. 

One less number on their list. 

Never. They couldn't do that. 

Guess again.. 

"Stay with us kid!" 

l'm trying, but I'm slipping away.. 

"He's going into a traumatic shock" 

"Keep a hand on him." 

Someone hold me.. 


"Are there any names of trusted relatives or anything on that clipboard?" 


lve already tried to wish upon a star. 
But it's worth a try. 

"Its not that long of a list, but." 
Junior. 

Call Junior. 

He may hate me right now, he may hate me forever, I'll be shocked if he shows up at all. 
But just the chance. 

Ive taken many chances. 

Why stop now.. 

"Why dont we." 

Call him. 

Please. 

For me. 

Please call him for me. 

Maybe my luck will kick in. 

| just want to be remembered-- 
Don't count on it. 

"We're losing him!" 

Just please.. 


Call him.. 


Remember Me 


Author's Notes: 
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“Alright, man. That's the last box." 
| grunted as Jeff and | dropped the heavy package onto the newly polished wooden floor. 


| wiped the sweat off of my brow and slouched in one of the only chairs in the whole place. Jeff sat in a 


corner on the floor. 

"l'm done with this moving shit, man" 

Jeff laughed with a glimmer in his eye. 

"| don't blame you." 

We sat in silence, aside from the heavy breathing due to our exhaustion 
Not to say that | wasn't glad to finally move into my new place. 

I've been working my ass off trying to pay this house off, mostly on my own 
And | did it. 

This was a great transition point for me. 

| didn't need anyone or anything. 

| can do it all myself. 

lm the king of my castle, the captain of my soul. 

Though this house was meant for two.. 

"David?" 


| looked up. 


How long had he been calling me? 

He chuckled under his breath. 

"You good, man? You've been staring off into space." 

"I'm fine." 

He looked at me as if expecting more. 

"Really, | am." 

‘If you say so." 

The more Jeff would be around me, the more questions he would ask. 
The more questions he would ask, the more | would have to lie. 

The more | would have to lie, the more awkward things would be.. 
"Hey, man, you want me to get us pizza or somethin?" 

“Sure, why not." 

| got up and headed up the stairs as Jeff left out of the front door. 
| exhaled deeply. 

Again, | was alone. 

| went up to my potential bedroom. 

Our potential bedroom. 

No, mine.. 

The bed was already set in place, along with three dressers, two lamps, a closet, and a mirror. 
Boxes flooded the corners of the room. 

| would have to start unpacking soon 


Groaning at the thought of having more work to do, | fell backwards onto the bed. 


Too bad that | have to do this all on my own. 

Too bad you can't experience this new level of joyful responsibility with me.. 

Too bad you're not here.. 

KEKEKE 

"You feel that, babe?" 

The chemical rushed through me, sending strange sensations to every end of my body. 

We placed crystal on our fingers and held it to the other's nose, crossing our arms, like two marriage chalices. 
This was our bond, our toasting, our promise. 

"| feel it, Dave." 

"It's good, ain't it?" 

"Its somethin." 

A post-coital scent lingered in the air. 

Strong arms wrapped around me from behind, holding me close, holding me tight. 

A kiss to the neck, under my ear.. 

There were too many feelings rushing through me at once. 

“Junior.” 

| felt rather woozy from all of the activity, but was still able to comprehend his words and respond slightly. 
"Yes... Dave.." 

"Promise me you'll never leave me. Promise me you'll never change. Promise me you won't forget me." 

Oh, this felt too great. 


Give me some more, just.. 


"Dave... | would never..ever.." 

He chuckled. 

Turning me so that | was facing him, Dave placed his lips on mine. 

It wasn't rough or animalistic like it had been a few moments earlier. 
It was sweet. 

It was passionate. 

It was long. 

He kept his lips there as if this were his last time. 

|, overcome with so many emotions at once, softly kissed him back. 

| felt his warm breath on my lips. 

His scent of sweat and booze and nicotine smelled so sweet and so natural to me. 


| love you baby | need you I'll never leave you promise | promise baby I'll never leave I'll never change I'll never 


forget.. 

FEFE KKE 

| sat up swiftly, covered in sweat and tears. 

| heard the pitter-pattering of the rain upon the rooftop, and brought my knees to my chest. 
Oh, Dave. 

Why must you haunt me in my sleep? 

| cried. 

| don't know how long | cried, but | sat there and sobbed. 

| sobbed like a motherless child 


No one would comfort me in the midst of my tears... 


No. 

You're doing so well, stop crying. 

Forget him. 

How could | forget him if he shows up in my dreams? 
Flashbacks, memories.. 

They all come back to mind, they tear at my heart. 
They remind me of the past. 

And I'm not sure if moving on is quite doing the trick. 
IF only | could-- 

Nol 

You've come too far to turn back now. 

| put my feet to the floor and stepped over to the mirror. 
Look at you. 

My eyes were red and puffy. 

My face blotchy, my hair a mess, my body frail 
What was happening to me? 

| can't let this happen 

l'm strong. 

And | have the power now. 

| do.. 

| took a deep breath and wiped my face. 


Straighten up, David. 


| put on a half convincing smile. 

Everything would be alright. 

Never leave me, never change. 

Never forget me. 

| headed down the narrow stairway to see Jeff eating pizza at a cheap little card table. 
| shook my head and giggled. 

"Just gonna start without me, man?" 

"Hey, | tried to wait, but you were sleeping, and | didn't wanna wake you, so..” 
"Excuses, excuses!" 

"Whatever, dude!" 

| sat across from him and grabbed a slice out of the box. 


| sunk my teeth into the greasy goodness. 


Haha, remember that time when you dropped that steaming hot pizza on him and he made you lick it up? 


| placed the slice down. | haven't had much of an appetite. 


Or that time when he tried to surprise you by making a pizza from scratch but it ended up being a disaster? 


Or how about that time-- 
"Dudel" 
"Huh?" 


Jeff was right in my face, looking at me with a compassionate look in his eye. 


"You've hardly eaten, man. You've been daydreaming a lot. And you don't look good. What's up?" 


"How many times do | have to tell you? I'm fine" 


"No, you're not" 

"Don't push me." 

"I'm just concerned about you." 

"Don't be." 

Jeff just looked at me and shook his head as if disappointed. 
"You're losing it, man. | don't get it.” 

"You never could" 

"What the hell is that supposed to mean?" 

My mouth moved, but no words escaped my lips. 
A tear fell down my face. 

No, stop it. 

Don't cry. 

"David, l'm sorry." 

He tried to hug me, but | dodged his embrace. 
"Don't worry about it" 


We stood at opposite ends of the small room, the aroma of the pizza and awkwardness of our situation set in 


the atmosphere. 
Why is he here? 

| don't even remember asking for his help. 

"You got a bunch of utility letters. Everything should be up and running. 
| snatched the envelopes from him. 


"Reading my mail?" 


"No." 

| looked through each ore. 

Lights, water, oil, electric, telephone.. 

| was set. 

| checked my watch. 

4:48pm. 

"Don't you have somewhere to go?" 

The thunder crashed violently outside. 

Remember that night when there was a 

huge storm and you were afraid of the lightening and the thunder and he just held you close in his arms and 
rocked you to sleep reminding you that he was there for you.. 
“Actually. was wondering." 

He looked at me as if we were on the same page. 

"You can't stay here, dude. Dave'll be home soon." 

"What?" 

What am | saying? 

What am | thinking? 

"David. Have you lost your mind?" 

Rage and shame shot through me all at once. 

Forget it" 

| stomped up the stairs to the bedroom and slammed the door. 
This is crazy. 


l'm crazy. 


| crawled into the bed and pulled the covers over me. 
Tears ran down my face. 


Why have | been crying so much? Why can't things be the way they once were? Why is everything just a 


distant memory? 

There are just too many feelings.. 

At that moment, | felt someone crawl in behind me, wrapping an arm around me. 
"Shh.it's okay." 

Another hand ran through my hair and soothingly rubbed up and down my back. 
I'm here for you, David." 

| was turned to my side and brought in close to the crook of the other body. 

"| wanna make you feel good. Don't you wanna feel good?" 

A kiss to the nose and to each cheek and to the lips. 

My eyes widened. 

What is going on? 

| tried to pull back, but the pressure on my lips only increased. 

The grip on my body only grew tighter. 

And | only grew more uncomfortable. 

No. 

It's not the same. 

It's not him. 

This is not comforting. 


This is not loving. 


This is an invasion, 

This is violating. 

Get off of me. 

| struggled underneath him. 

He tried to pull me back, holding onto my waist, his lips not leaving mine. 

His hands then made their way down my pants, proceeding to rub me and stroke me and caress me. 
Hell, no. 

Someone help me or just give me strength. 

He attempted to rip my pants off while his weight still crushed me so that | could not escape him. 
No please stop! 

But he wouldn't stop. 


| tried to wiggle my legs around, but that only seemed to help him as my boxers and jeans were rolled down to 


my ankles. 

"You're so beautiful, David" 

| tried to sit up, but he shushed me and pushed me back down. 
| whimpered and cried. 

Where were you when | needed you? 

Stand up for yourself. 

Because, right now, that's all you've got. 

"Relax, kid. | won't hurt.” 


No. 


| refuse. 


With all of my might, | punched his jaw and kicked him in the ribs. 
| then scooted off of the bed, pulling up my pants, and stood tall 


"Would you fucking stop?! Why the hell are you even in my bed? Why are you in my house? Why are you 


here at all?!" 

He sat up, looking up at me like an innocent child. 

"Because | care about you." 

"No" 

"No?" 

"You heard me." 

"Fine," he said, as he slowly came closer to me, like he had some unfinished business to attend to. 


"You know what, man? You're an idiot. Why are you getting all depressed over someone who doesn't give two 


shits about you, and ignore the fact that there's someone here for you? Someone that |--" 
He's gonna say it. 

That word. 

Love. 

| pushed him backwards. 


"Don't you dare say that word to mel Obviously you're only here to win me over, to take me for yourself. You 


don't care about how | feel, and you don't know the hell I've been through. Just get the fuck out" 
"You're fucking brainwashed by that bastard--" 

"GET OUT!" 

He stepped toward the door and closed it behind him. 

"Whatever." 


| moaned in frustration. 


Selfish fool. 

Did he really think that he could step in here and-- 

RING 

This was beginning to be too much for one fucking day. 

| grabbed the telephone, which was so new that the little instruction manual was stuck to the receiver still 
| cleared my throat. 

"Hello..2" 

My voice was so dry and raspy. I'm just growing so tired.. 

Never give up, David. 

You can't. 

"Hello, is this David Ellefson?" 

"Sure, who's speaking?" 

"This is the ICU at the Memorial Hospital. You're on the contact list for an admitted patient who was rushed 
here after a drug overdose. He had to be resuscitated, and he's in critical condition He started having a 
traumatic shock last night. We were wondering if--" 

"When are visiting hours over?" 

"At Il tonight, sir." 

‘I'm on my way." 

"Okay, thank you. Goodbye." 

lm on my way. 

Never leave me, never change. 


Never forget me. 


Even if | wanted to, | never could. 
And | don't think | want to. 
Remember the time when you were both walking down the sidewalk and a mugger came up to you and tried to 


stick you up and you knocked him out with all of your strength and he was proud of you for finally standing 
up for yourself.. 


Beat the shit out of him, Junior. 
Im so proud of you, kid 

Never let anyone take advantage of you. 

Sure, | remember that: 

And l'm sure he would be proud of me now. 

But the fact is that he forgot 

He forgot all that he told me to fight against and started doing it himself. 
But, even so, lm on my way. 

| might have my guard up, but Im on my way. 


| could never forget you. 


Evil Never Dies 
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"Can you please take this stupid thing out of my arm? | can eat just fine." 
This stupid nurse has been refusing to let me eat. 

I'm aman. This stupid shit in a bag wasn't killing my hunger at all 

"No, Mr. Must--" 

"And just call me Dave, man." 

She rolled her eyes and sighed, clearly frustrated with me. 

Not that | give a fuck 


I'm the one that should be frustrated. | should be pissed. I'm the one being deprived of proper nourishment 


around here. 

"No, Dave. | told you already." 

The same explanation. 

Again and again. 

Too heavy for your body after such a traumatic experience, Dave. 
For fuck's sake. 

"Look, lady. |--" 

"He givin’ you a hard time?" 

Well, well, well. 


The doctor has arrived. 


"You know he's a rough case." 

Why are they talking about me like | can't hear them? 
l'm not crazy. 

I'm not deaf. 

And I'm not dead.. 

Not now.. 

l'm just getting tired of being referred to as the villain. 
| just arose from my deathbed less than 24 hours ago. 
What could | have possibly done between now and then? 
"He doesn't want the IV. He was trying to take it out himself when | walked in here." 
And | would've finished it, too, had she not ran in here when she saw blood splattering everywhere. 
"And why did he do that?" 

Dumbass. 

"He wants real food, Doctor." 

"Damn straight,” | chimed in. 

"lim no little kid or somethin." 

"You don't say," he remarked, rolling his eyes. 

His sarcasm was really starting to piss me off. 

"I've got just the thing." 

He and his little assistant walked out whispering. 

To hell with them. 


| laid back and sighed. 


| just want to leave, | just want to go..home. 

Damn it, let's face it. 

l'm homeless. 

| don't have a single cent in my pocket and | obviously can't return to my previous money-making endeavor.. 
For now. 

No, | can't, not ever. 

Or maybe. 

Maybe just once for some pocket change. 

Maybe.. 

"Here you are." 

The surgeon walked back in holding a tray and placed it in my lap. 

| looked down in disappointment. 

"Applesauce, dude?" 

"Look! It's either that or the bag!" 

Fuck that. 

"Fine..." 

| picked up the spoon and slowly shoved the mushy substance into my mouth. 
"Ew," | exclaimed. 

The doc eyed me, | guess for talking with my mouth full. 

So what? 


"What the hell? This is fucking baby food! Ew, can't | just have a steak or somethin’? Am | asking for too 
much? Why--" 


"Ahem." 

He cleared his throat and signaled for me to look down at the tray again. 
"What is it?" 

| looked down and spotted a small card. 

"If you think this is bad, just wait until you have a taste of some cold turkey.” 
This guy's corny ass metaphors are really starting to get to me. 

"What are you talking about?" 

"Did you read the card? Or are you illiterate?" 

Fuck him. 

Rolling my eyes, | snatched the card up. 

"Center for rehabilitation." 

"Yog" 

Is this for real? 

There's no way | would step foot into that place. 


A bunch of bug-eyed crackheads, sitting in a circle, holding hands, singing fucking Kum-By-Yah is not gonna 


solve my problem. 
And, sure, | guess | have a problem. 
| mean, if | died, that must mean something.. 


"The doctors there are really great, but they're gonna be tough on you, boy. They don't want to leave one soul 
left behind." 


As dumb as it sounds, my soul's too far behind to catch up. I'm too far gone to be saved now. 


"Is gonna be rough. And I'm not gonna force you to do anything. You say you're a man Well, then you have to 


make a man's decision.” 


This sounded all too familiar. 

Making a decision 

A man's decision. 

‘It's your life to save. No one can do it for you." 
He said that to me. 

Junior said that to me.. 

Well, how bad could it be? 

Dave, please. 

You wouldn't last for five seconds. 

A life worth saving has a purpose for living. 

You have no life, you have no purpose. 

"Whatt'll it be, kid?" 

| could get by. 

| could make it. 

Especially now that | remembered the painkillers | took when the nurse foolishly left them behind. 
Hopefully they won't check my pockets.. 

See? 

And you expect to survive rehab? 

| want to live. 

But | don't want it badly enough. 


You don't want it at all. 


You don't need it. 

Just forget about it. 

No, let me live. 

"Dave." 

What should | say? 

Yes, doc, I'll go to rehab. 

Ill get better, I'll do better. 

Really, doc, believe me, | will. 

He won't believe you anyway. 

He can see right through you. 

You're a liar, you're a thief, you're the lowest form of human fucking life. 
You think you can hide it, but everyone can see it. 
Evil doesn't hide. 

Evil never dies. 

But | want-- 

"Hello? Am | talking to myself here? I'm not the one that needs this.’ 
I'm done with his fucking big mouth. 

l'm tired of being villainized and insulted. 

I'm done. 

Naturally, | objected. 

"Well, neither do I. No. Forget it.” 


"Why must you be so contrary, you son of a bitch?! I'm trying to help." 


| can't do this. 

| can't do it. 

| told you so, Dave. 

You never could, 

"youl I'm trying to help you help yourself--" 

"| don't need your help. | didn't ask for it. Just back off, dude." 

He angrily slammed a fist into the wall 

"You stupid kids! What is wrong with you? You all think you're invincible, you all--" 
‘I'm not other people. Don't you dare put me in the same boat with everyone else." 
He sighed. 

"How could you be so stupid--" 

"You'll get nowhere calling him names. 

What? 

| could have sworn.. 

No, no, it can't be. 

He's done with me. 

He got rid of me. 

It can't be him. 

Can it? 

The doctor turned toward the door. 


Fucking dumbass, move out of my way. 


| need to see him.. 

"Stay right there," the doctor mumbled while walking away. 

"Where else am | gonna go?" 

| tossed the card aside and laid back with my hands behind my head. 

It couldn't be him. 

Maybe it's his boss yelling at him for talking down to his patients, which he fucking deserved. 
Maybe it's that nurse | noticed was checking me out earlier.. 

She was only looking at you because you look like a fucking sick dog. 

She didn't give you a second thought. 

No one would. 

Not even-- 

"Dave." 

| quickly sat up and looked toward the source of the soft, raspy voice that just called my name. 
No way. 

Never in a thousand years would | have thought.. 

| looked him over, as he looked me over, and l'm sure we were both thinking the same thing. 
He just looked.. different. 

His body looked so scrawny, his hair was all messed up, his face gaunt. 

His eyes didn't shine the way | remembered, the way they always did. 

They were dark and dull, red and glassy. 

He put on a weak, sad smile. 


Even here, even | could see that something was wrong with him. 


Perhaps the angel has lost his halo, fallen from grace, fallen from the light. 
"Hey, | know you can talk, | just heard you. You sure got the doctor steamed up," he said, laughing a little. 
| couldn't take my eyes off of him, and l'm pretty sure my jaw was hitting the floor. 

Speak, Dave, speak 

Isn't this what you wanted? 

My lucky star has lost his shine, he has no luck, he has no life. 


He's just a powerless dusty rock traveling through space, doesn't know what to do, doesn't know where he 


belongs, no one can save him now.. 

"Junior." 

| tried to grasp what | was looking at right now. 
"What's wrong with you?" 

Too bad | can't ever say anything right. 

His darkened eyes narrowed down on me. 
Almost completely scaring the shit out of me. 
"What do you mean?" 

| didn't know what to say. 

It seems that l'm better off not speaking. 

| always fuck everything up. 

That's right, Dave. 

And don't you forget it. 


Just keep your mouth shut. 


‘More importantly, how have you been?" 

Lie? 

Oh, sure, | can do that. 

Oh, I'm fine. 

Just fine. 

Yeah, after you kicked me to the curb, | walked alone in the dark. 
| lost my way. 

| lost my love. 

| lost my will to live. 

| lost my life. 

Sure, my eyes are open now and my lungs are pumping air. 
But for no purpose. 

I'm in existence but of no use. 

An empty existence. 

| may as well be dead. 

But it's all good. 

Everything's great. 

And | owe it all to-- 

"I'm fine." 

He nodded, almost sarcastically. 


He can see right through you. 


The venom leaks through your mouth with your lies. 

Evil doesn't hide. 

Evil never dies. 

He wiped a stray tear off of his face. 

The holy one weeps for those he loves.. 

"Dave. |.just hope you understand the seriousness of all this." 
| died. 

| watched myself die. 

| watched the life get sucked out of me. 

But | couldn't fight it. 

"Yeah, sure." 

He still didn't look convinced. 

"So then you should understand this." 

He picked up that stupid card from the floor and held it in front of me. 
“Junior, please." 

| knocked the card out of his hand and watched it glide down to the floor again. 
"Look, Dave--" 

"Junior. Just give me your hand" 

This can't be my same Junior. 

In no way. 

No, no, | don't believe it. 


And if it is him, why did he come for me? 


He hesitated, so | just reached out and grabbed it. 

His hand was cold and clammy, shaky and sweaty, bruised and bony. 

No, something's off here. 

Somethin’ just ain't right. 

Nana 

"Dave, this isn't about me. This is about you." 

"| don't wanna talk about this. | wanna talk about you. | haven't seen you since." 
Damn, how long has it been? 

| can't remember shit. 

Junior shook his head. 

"No." 

"No, what?" 

"You don't want to talk about me. You just want to avoid the fact that you need help." 
Help. 

A cry for help. 

More tears came streaming down his face. 

"Junior." 

"Don't act like you care now. You weren't there when | needed you. l.. called for you." 
His voice was breaking up. 

What was he talking about? 


"What? Junior, why can't you just tell me--" 


"Nol This is all about you. You almost were gone.. You died, Dave. Died!" 
He frantically picked the card back up and held it in front of me. 

"You need to do this if you want to live. And that's only if you want to, but" 
He needs you. 


He needs me? 


Why? 

| mean, surely I'm not worthy enough to-- 

No, Dave, don't you understand? 

Good and evil may differentiate themselves, but they still dwell in one place. 

Even the upright are overturned by wickedness. 

He was really trying to keep his composure, but his tears kept falling. 

"It. would just be in your best interest 

"Why must you lie to my face?" 

"No. Why must you lie to mine?" 

"Junior, l'm not stupid. Look at you." 

| pointed at the small mirror across from us, but he looked down at the floor, almost as if he were ashamed 
"You look awful. What happened? Are you sick? What is going on? | can't help unless you tell me." 
"And how do you plan on helping me if you can't even help yourself? Besides.. it's a bit late for that." 
‘If one of us are gonna be alright, it has to be you." 

"Right, so that | can do it all" 


". Because.. you're..." 


Say it, Dave. 
"You're the strong one. You can handle so much at once and keep your head--" 


"No, | cannot! What the hell do you think | am? Oh, wait, | remember. The fucking second coming of Christ, 
right?" 


Did | say that? 

| don't remember saying that.. 

Again with the fucking accusations. 

"| never said that.” 

"Oh, yes, you did" 

Damn it, I'm much too weak to argue. 

No, you could never walk away from a fight. 

No, he is. 

Look at him.. 

"Well, you don't always have to listen to me." 

| guess not. You didn't listen to me." 

Now I'm getting pissed. 

"Fuck, Junior--" 

‘| called you. You never came. You didn't protect me." 
| needed you. You kicked me out. You didn't want me. 
| could easily argue the same thing. 

But, of course, he was the victim. 


But why can't he just tell me? 


Does he not trust me? 

How could you expect him to, Dave.. 

Protect him? 

From what? 

From who? 

Why can't he.. 

"Just tell me, Junior!” 

"| knew it wasn't you. Even in your intoxicated mind, you just couldn't, you wouldn't ever do that." 
And even in his right mind, Junior didn't make any sense. 

| looked at the almost frightened look in his eyes. 

He was losing it. 

Junior was losing his mind. 

“Junior, what--" 

"He grabbed me and | cried and begged for you and you never--" 
| grabbed his face and held it tightly. 

"Junior!" 

"What?!" 

"Who?" 

"J-Jeff." 

Whoa. 


Excuse me? 


What the fuck is this? 

As soon as | turn my back, he goes off with someone else? 
One of our bandmates? 

When the cat's away, the mice do play.. 

"What were you doing with him?" 

"What? Dave." 


"You heard me. So l'm laying up in this fucking hospital dying, while you go laying up with one of our bandmates 
fucking? And what do | have to--" 


Wait, Dave, wait. 

For once, think things through. 

He fucking cheated on me. 

He called for you. 

Called for me? 

He was.. 

Oh, fuck, no. 

Now | know why he's losing it. 

He was shaken up. 

And it's all my fault. 

"Did he put his hands on you, Junior?" 
Junior nodded slowly, with his head hanging down. 
"Fuck!" 


| threw the tray that still sat on the bed across the room, making it crash into the wall. 


A few nurses came in frantically. 

‘Is everything alright?" 

"Get outl!" 

They ran back out like little mice, leaving me with Junior again. 
This wasn't all his fault. 

Just to think of someone touching him, trying to.. 

Fuck, this is my Junior. 

| need to get out of this fucking bed and mark my territory. 
"Come here," | called. 

He sat down on my lap, at first hesitantly. 


After a moment, he wrapped his arms around me, shoving his face into the crook of my neck like he was 


hiding from someone. 

And he cried. 

Like a child in my arms, he cried. 

"Shh... You're just a little shaken up. It'll be fine." 

| need to get out of here. 

Junior looked up to face me. 

‘Itll be fine if you promise me that you'll get better. That you'll do better. For yourself" 
No, for you. 

Because of you. 

No one fucks with my shit and goes unharmed. 


But you never have to stop, Dave. 


"Junior." 

"Promise me. You'll get better. You'll go to rehab." 

How many painkillers did | take? What if it's not enough.. 

You can't break a promise, Dave. 

Then | just won't make one. 

"We're gonna get through this together. You're gonna stay strong for me. And l'm gonna protect you." 
The blind leading the blind.. 

| didn't think he would buy that answer, but he did. 

He made another weak smile and hugged me again. 

"Here, Dave. Let's get you out of here." 

He shoved the card in his pocket and stood up, wiping his face. 
Just get me the fuck out of here. 

"Fine with me." 

Junior must be foolish, Dave. 

How could he ever trust the wicked? 

How could he ever trust a demon? 

How could he ever trust a man outside of his mind? 

How could he ever trust you? 

Because he loves-- 

Shh, don't fill your head with fantasies. 


You are the lowest form of human fucking life. 


Evil doesn't hide. 


Evil never dies. 


In Denial 
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"You're working late again tonight?" 


We had just finished the pasta | made for dinner. | took the plates and placed them in the kitchen sink, then 
brought Dave a hot cup of coffee. 


Dark. Just the way he likes it. 
"Yeah, babe," he replied between sips of the warm beverage. 
"Oh..." 


| stood in front of the sink, sponge in hand. There was a heap of dishes to wash and it looked like | would be 


doing it alone. 

Alone. 

For someone that promised that he would be there for me, Dave sure left me alone a lot lately. 
But why? 

And where does he go? 

Dave belched softly and stood to stretch. 

He then came up behind me to put his cup in the sink, then wrapped his arms around my waist. 
His soft lips, with his warm breath, moved against my ear, and his chin found rest on my shoulder. 
"Junior, you realize you've been working on the same plate for about five minutes." 

"Oh. |, um." 

| rinsed the plate and set it aside on the drying rack 


"Sorry that | have to leave again" 


| tried to scrub the scorched pot that sat in the sink with some good ol' elbow grease, but Dave's grasp 


prevented me from moving too much. 

"No, Dave. |.." 

Damn, this stuff just won't come off. 

"| understand." 

Maybe | should just let it soak a little while. 

"You know it's for the best, right? | don't have a choice." 

The glass | tried to wipe cracked in my hands. Blood slowly oozed out of the tip of my pruned finger. 
"| know, Dave." 

"For the band, for the house, for you." 

For me? 

For you, David. 

You. 

| ran water over the white suds to hide their new red stain. 
Way to go and contaminate the cleansed. 

"Yeah, Dave." 

‘It's like you always said. Be responsible. Make a man's decision" 
A man's decision.. 

"Yeah." 

His grip grew tighter around me. 

See? 


He just doesn't want to let me go.. 


| hissed softly as the dish washing soap made contact with my cut. 

Ask him. 

Just be nice. 

Just don't make him mad. 

A man's decision. 

Did he make his? 

"Uh, Dave?" 

"What is it, babe?" 

My hands shook as | placed the knife in my hand back down into the murky water. 
| tried to hide my nerves as Dave turned my body around so that | was facing him. 
Exhale deeply, look him in the eye, say what you have to say. 

Okay. 

"Dave." 

"Junior." 

| cowered under his shadow, his booming voice, his narrowing gaze. 

I'm no match for him. 

"Urn..." 

Fuck. 

Just ask 

Dave looked at me expectantly. 


"C'mon, kid, what is it?" 


Dave, you said you made a man's decision. You promised that you would do right by yourself. Well, did you? Did 
you decide? Are you gonna go to rehab? Have you been seeking help, Dave? | need to know. This is life or 
death. And | can't bear to watch you wither away.. 

"Um. just.” 

Say it. 

"Just take care of yourself" 

No. 

Oh, yeah, and tack on a little grin to soften it. 

Dave's grip moved from my waist to my shoulders, his body coming in closer. 

His hazel eyes glowed with shrewdness and looked straight into mine. 

"You know l'm just taking care of business." 

"Of course you are" 

A smirk spread across his face. 

Of course he is. 

Then why did he look at me like that.. 

No, shut up! 

Stop reading into things. 

His smirk morphed into a pucker as his lips pressed themselves onto my forehead. 
He just loves you. 

He loves you and he made a promise and he's handling it the best way he knows how. 
You wait and see. 

You'll see. 


| see. 


He wrapped me tightly in his arms. 

"| love you, Junior. You know that, right?" 

| know, Dave. | love you too." 

"You're mine. No one else's." 

He pushed me so close to his chest that | could hardly breathe. Or talk for that matter. 
"Mhm." 

"No one else can have you. No one else will hurt you." 

See, David? 

He's just trying to protect you. 

But can he save me from himself.. 

Shh, don't think such things. 

"Mmph." 

| swear, the next time | see Jeff, I'm gonna kick his ass." 

Jeff. 

"No one puts their hands on my shit and gets by with it” 

You're his shit, David. 

His little shit. 

No one else can touch his little shit, because it's his. 

No one can love it, no one can touch it, no one can do it any harm. 
It's his shit and no one else's. 


He lifted my head and kissed my lips. 


It wasn't soft. It wasn't gentle. 

It was rough. It was rapid. 

His teeth clenched against mine and made their way to my bottom lip. 

He tugged at it, making it his, marking his territory, reclaiming his property. 
Moan a little, David. 

You're supposed to be enjoying this a little. 

Another smirk formed against his lips as | did. 

Don't upset him. 

Its all okay. 

He moved back abruptly, then kissed my nose. 

| have to go." 

A little dizzy, | turned back to the sink. 

A solid layer of dirty film had formed at the surface of the dingy water. 

| was almost finished, as far as | remember. 

Just a knife, | think. 

A tug to my hair, a smack to my ass. 

"Don't wait up for me, alright? Get some sleep. Love you." 

And with that, he ran out. 

This is how every night has been for the past two weeks now, since Dave's been out of the hospital. 
Left alone, confused, with unanswered questions.. 

Dave, where do you go every night? What do you do? Where do you work? Is it legal? 


Numerous times I've attempted to ask him these questions, to try to understand. 


And each time, he just shushed me and kissed my forehead, told me to relax, told me not to get bent out of 
shape over nothing, told me it was for the best.. 


So | stopped asking. | didn't want to bombard him. Things need to be at peace.. 
But it was for the best? 

For who? 

For what? 

No, David. 

He's right. 

Relax. 

Its all in your head. 

| dried the last dish and placed it in the cabinet. 

Yeah, maybe.. 

The film now found its way around the edges of the sink as the water ran out the drain 
Its all in your head. 

Get that dirt and that broken glass out this clean sink. 

Its all in your head. 

| emptied the now sparkling sink 

It's all good now. 

| washed my hands, the heat from the water stinging my cut. 

| dried my hands. 

Whatever happens, it's up To him. 


And he says it's okay, so.. 


| turned off the light, making my way up the stairs in the darkness. 

Its okay. 

Its all in my head. 

Entering the bedroom, | noticed Dave's t-shirt was left bundled up on his side of the bed. 
No worries, he's in control. 

| shook the shirt a little to begin to fold it when something fell onto the floor. 

Nope, it's all good. 

He promised. 

Bending down, | retrieved the small bottle of painkillers that fell onto the floor and rolled under the bed. 
No, no, no.. 

| placed the folded shirt into one of Dave's drawers. 

He said he loves you, he said he promised. 

He did. 

How could you trust him? 

No, no, he promised. 

He promised he would do good for himself. 

But-- 

Nol 

| threw the bottle across the room, watching it slam into the wall 

No.. 


After turning off the light, | hopped into bed, covering myself in the sheets, sinking into the darkness, shivering 
in the cold.. 


Alone. 
He said he would be here for me.. 
No, no, he will be. 


It's all in my head. 


The Prisoner 
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"How much did you get on this round?" 


| watched as this punk got questioned by one of the other guys that hung with me before at my secret 
hideout. 


After a swig of Schnapps, | lit a joint and stuck it between my chapped lips. 
Damn, that shit was disgusting, but | finished off all of the other beers. 


The kid's hand fumbled in his pocket and pulled out a wad of wrinkled cash. My colleague quickly snatched the 
funds out of his hand and started counting it, bill by bill 


Fuck, did | finish off those painkillers? 

Why the fuck aren't they in my pocket? 

Shit, | need those-- 

"Forty bucks? That's it? What the hell, man?" 

The kid shook nervously. 

"Lum." 

Those other guys over there are doing a line, maybe | can join them, maybe they won't mind.. 
Please. 

| just need something. 

"Where's the shit we gave you?" 


Shit, | didn't mix in any of my stuff, did 1? 


His hand shook as he handed over nearly all of the shit we gave him. 
"And what exactly did you sell?" 


Nervous eyes ran over the entire room, looked at each face, looking for sympathy, looking for a way of 


escape.. 
And you're looking for a fix.. 

"a pint" 

Angry sighs and a fist to the table. 

"Look, kid! You're gonna have to do better than." 

Yeah, yeah. I've heard it all before. 

People got busted for taking supply and not selling anything. 

Meanwhile, | ended up using a lot more than | sold, and no one ever said anything to me. 
| think 

" Dave! Get over here." 

| stumbled as | stood. So fucking dizzy. 

Walking in a straight line was damn near impossible. 

| don't remember how, but | ended up flat on my face. 

And stay down, you fucking piece of shit. 

Demonic sneering surrounds me, the laughter filling my ears. 

Who the fuck was laughing? 

"Haha, looks like Dave is drunk as hell." 

“Stupid drunk cunt." 


"Hahaha, what an idiot--" 


"Get up, man" 
lm trying. 
Really. 


You fucking think | wanna stay down here on this fucking floor and have no fucking control and you all laugh 
haha its all so funny look everyone laugh at the fool while he's down look at the madman behind bars.. 


| struggled to stand, mustering up enough strength in my arms to push myself up. 
Fuck. 

Who would've thought that standing upright could be so hard? 
You've been down for so long that all you know is to fall. 

You may as well stay down.. 

Nol 

| grunted and stood shakily. 

"There you go, Dave" 

"Stupid bastard." 

"Now, kid, look at Dave. Show him how much you made, man" 

My lips trembled. 

What the fuck? 

'|.gave it to ya.already.." 

"No, you didn't. You showed it to me, but you never handed it to me." 
"The fuck are you sayin'..yeah, | fuckin'--" 

"Where's the money, Dave? Don't tell me you spent it on shit" 


"He probably did" 


"Look at him." 

"Fucking moron" 

They're right. 

You fucking moron. 

What did you do this time? 
You don't even know. 

Look at the lunatic. 
Everyone laugh. 

Everyone fucking laugh. 
Leave me alone. 

Please. 

Really, it's all right here. 

| shoved my hands in my pocket and felt around for anything that could be paper. 
Finally, | felt something. 
Really, it's all right here. 
Really.. 

"See?!" 

| held it up in my hand. 
Fucking tell me what | did.. 
"Well | guess | see where all our shit is going," he said, glaring at my hand. 
The other guys snickered. 


| looked over at my hand, all to see that | had only pulled out a packet of PCP. 


"What an idiot." 

"You'd probably be better off selling nothin’ than end up like this crackhead" 
"Not if | end up broke! Now, Dave, what the fuck did--" 

"Fuck you." 

I'm not one to walk away from a fight, but | can't deal with this right now. 
| need more. 

| need something. 

And | need it now. 

| hobbled to the corner of the small room, and slid down to the floor. 
"Pussy." 

"He's smashed, man" 

What else do | have in my pocket.. 

"Ignore him. Now what | need you to do is." 

Fucking balloon.hippy crack.. 

"Yo, who is that?" 

If | get it on now, no one would know the difference. 

No one notices. 

No one cares. 

"Shit! We gotta get the fuck outta here!" 

| don't care. 


| just need to escape.. 


"Get that shit outta here too. Damn, we're fucked." 
l'm fucked up for sure. 

And | ain't even worryin... 

"Move your asses, we have to go!" 

Go where? 

Ha, | can't even move. 

Fuck off.. 

"Someone open that fool's eyes!" 

What fool.. 

"He's gonna slow us down!" 

Someone violently shook my arm. 

Did you hear what | fucking said? I'm not moving, l'm not changing, l'm not going anywhere. 
| couldn't, even if | wanted to. 

"Swallow the balloon" 

"What?" 

"To hide the fucking evidence. Swallow the balloon. You wanna get arrested again?!" 
Open your eyes, moron 

What.. 

"Guys, it's five-0!" 

"Fuck! Dave, hurry up!" 

What? 


Five-0? 


What's going on.. 

"Move, dumbass!" 

"He's high off his ass, man." 

"Then somebody get him!" 

What the hell is happening.. 

"C'mon, Dave." 

Somebody grabbed me under my arms and dragged me into a dark back room, tossing me into the corner. 
"What the fuck, man?!" 

"Shut up. Just stay back here and.. Just don't do anything." 
He closed and locked the door. 

What a fucking idiot. 


| looked around the dirty, cold floor surrounding me to find a case of beer and a bong in a box, exposed by the 


moonlight shining through a small barred window in the upper back corner. 
Don't do anything? 

You fucking leave me with a bong and shit, and lm not supposed to do anything? 
But you have to get better, Dave. You have to. 

For fuck's sake, Im not letting it go to waste. 

| ripped a beer out of the case. 

Started gulping that fucker down 

You died, Dave. Died! 

Haha, like he really cared 


You didn't care, Dave. You still don't care. 


Laugh, Dave, laugh, this is so fucking funny. 

Ha, yeah, but-- 

What about Junior, who you claim to love so much? 

| do love him-- 

You hate him. You fucking hate him. You hate anyone that tries to control you. 
That's true, he tried to use the fucking guilt trick on me.. 

And to think that you almost fell for it: 

Yes, it's so fucking funny. Fucking laugh, Dave. 

Hahaha, it is.. 

You made a promise, Dave. 

A promise. 

You said you would do good for yourself, that you would get better, that-- 
Whoa, | didn't make any promises. 

That's right. You didn't. 

You told him you would handle things. 

Because that's all he fucking wants. 

He wants you to take care of him. 

He doesn't give a shit about you. No one does. No one cares. 

Not even you. 

It's fucking hilarious, isn't it? 


Indeed. 


Dave, why are you laughing uncontrollably? 
Because | have no fucking control. 

Damn straight. 

Pass me fucking Mary Jane, | will fuck her hard. 
You died, Dave. Died! 

| don't give a fuck. 

Yes, you do. Stop laughing, Dave. 

Is Junior here? No, shut the fuck up! 

| love you, Dave. 

| hate you.. 

You fucking idiot. 


| watched the joint glow in my trembling hands, that glow being the only light in here now. Dark clouds covered 
the moonlight. 


Why the fuck am | laughing? Why the fuck did everyone leave me? Why-- 
Why, why, why. 

Don't fucking whine. Don't fucking complain. This is your fault, no one else's. 
Stop fucking laughing, its not fucking funny anymore. 

Pussy, idiot, crackhead, fool.. 

Bitter salty tears ran down my face. 

Cry. That's right, you fucking cry. 

Go ahead, it doesn't matter. 


No one will hear you. 


He loves you, Dave, and you couldn't stop for him? You couldn't stop for you? 
| want to fucking die. 

You piece of shit, fucking moron. 

Fucking blubber like a baby, but no one will comfort you. 

You brought this upon yourself, and you damn well deserve it. 
Swallow the balloon, Dave. 

| can't. 

Blood trickled out of my nose. The darkness spun in circles around me. 
You died, Dave. Died! 

| would have been better off. 

The back of my head hit the cold floor, only adding onto my dizziness. 
They should have just left me there. 

The door busted open, bringing in streams of light. 

Have they come to see the prisoner? 

"Here's the last one!" 

"He doesn't looks good." 

"Take this one to the hospital! Hurry!" 

No, no, for fuck's sake. 

Just leave me here, let me rot in my fucking cell.. 

"Keep an eye on him, he's going down!" 

I've been down. 


And now l'm out. 


You can't sustain a guilty soul. 
The voices around me just became muffled noise. 
"Look.at the light." 

| don't want to. 

| cant 

| won't fight death anymore. 


Just leave me. 


The Final Straw 
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Fool. 

You're damn straight l'm a fool if | could believe in Lucifer's falsifications. 

Am | pissed? How could | be pissed when l'm partly responsible.. 

No.. 

l'm pacing the floor, walking in circles, getting nowhere. 

I'm mad as hell. 

Damn it, Dave. 

| just got the call. The final call. 

The words of the conversation ran through my mind in a never-ending loop. 

"Hello, is this Mr. Ellefson? Hello, I'm calling to inform you that Mr. ..” 

That Dave broke his promise. He couldn't last a day without his precious pot, his-- 
Only because you let him.. 

" Mustaine was rushed and readmitted to the Memorial Hospital last night after he..” 
After he completely forgot about everything that's just happened. 

After he forgot about.. 

You, David? 

So this is all about you? 


"overdosed on phencyclidine. Again, the doctors say that he's..." 


An idiot. 

A crack head. 

He's the man you were supposed to love and care for. 

‘Til death do us part. 

He's been testing that principle a little to excessively for us to last. 

"going to be fine. He was in critical condition, but with our stringent care." 

Yeah. 

| know. 

Just rub it in. 

| didn't do my part. 

"he'll be just fine. And, again, the doctors recommend that he should be admitted to...” 
An insane asylum. 

Somewhere far away from me. 

".a rehabilitation center. The doctor says he gave you--" 

"A card? Oh, yes. Yes, he did" 

"And that you should talk to him." 

Talk to him. 

Very funny. 

People don't seem to understand what it means to "talk" to this man. 

Convincing him to do anything outside of his will would only ignite a fucking world war. 


"Okay, I'll talk to him." 


"And tell him how important this is. This is--" 

"His life? If it's his life, then why isn't he handling it himself?" 
"He needs help. Professional help.” 

"Then don't expect me to be able to get through to him." 

"Mr. Ellefson, please. Calm down--" 

| can't expect anyone to understand the fullness of the situation 
The man gets arrested for sale and possession, then dies in a fucking hospital, and, now, technically, both? 
Except now he's not in jail. And he didn't die. 

Whatever. 

David, don't let these things become common place. 

Oh, but it is. 

How long must | go on like this? 


Crying myself to sleep in a cold empty bed, laying there, knowing he's out there, but not knowing whether he's 


dead or alive. 


Wanting to believe that everything's going to be okay, but always seeing those subtle signs that remind me 
that the chance of any normalcy in this life is a mere fantasy. 


Fantasy. 
lusion 

David, you've been under the illusion that everything would be okay. 

You believed it even though it was obviously false because you were scared. 

You needed reassurance. 

You needed comfort, so you grabbed onto that broken lifeline and said that you would make it work. 


And | regret it.. 


And look at youl 

No. 

No, | can't look 

lm a wreck.. 

Don't you feel sorry for yourself. 

| sat down on the edge of the bed, my chin resting atop my folded hands. 
Clean yourself up and go. 

| can't keep doing this. 

| won't. 

| will not be fooled. 

| won't give up on him, but | won't let myself go. 

Not this time. 

This is the final straw. 

| stood up and walked to the bathroom to try to make myself look half-way decent. 
| know I'm a mess. 

But it's time to clean this mess up. 

It might be a struggle, but it has to be done this time. 

This time | fucking mean it. 

This is the final straw. 

SRB RB EK 


"| need a visitor's pass. By any chance, do you know what room.. Dave Mustaine would be in?" 


It feels funny to say his full name. 

The lady behind the front desk handed me a pass, while looking up at me smiling. 

"You're too precious to be whispering so low, you know..” 

Was this woman really trying to flirt with me? Whatever happened to just doing your job? 
Did you do your job, David? 

Did you? 

"you're really good looking. Too good looking for that--" 

"Excuse me. I'm sorry, but this is urgent. What's the room number?" 

"Well, | was only trying to." 

Are you kidding me? 

Well, I'll just find him myself. 

Sighing in utter annoyance at this point, | quickly stepped past the desk as the girl kept talking. 
| don't have time for preliminaries. 

| need to handle this once and for all. 

This is the fucking final straw. 

| walked down the endless hallway, looking at the signs on the wall for a sloppily scribbled "Mustaine" on it. 
But there was no such sign. 

Damn it, Dave. 

lve lost you again and you just keep slipping further and further away from me. 

| held onto you, | held on tight: 

But it wasn't you. It was a figment of what | wished you would be. 


| needed some stability, | needed some sanity. 


But | get it now. 

It's gonna be a lot harder than | thought. 

Tears rolled down my cheeks as | rushed through the halls. 

Damn it! 

Dave, where are you? 

| promised | would stay strong for you and | plan on keeping that promise. 
| am. 

But where-- 

"Goddamn it, stop with all these fucking questions! | told you | can't remember shit" 
| turned. | know that voice anywhere. 

And sure enough, as if chiseled in stone, was "Mustaine" on the wall. 

lve found you, Dave. 

And now it's time to get down to business. 


After wiping my face, | slowly walked in, my vision of the redhead being blocked by the doctor, the nurse, and 
the cop that surrounded his bed. 


Fuck off, the last rites are left to me. 

"You don't remember administering any illegal substances to a minor for their use and sale?" 

"Or inhaling it yourself? The tests showed.” 

"You were just resuscitated last week. Do you remember that? Do you remember your own death?" 
"The use of any dissociative under the USC. is illegal. Do you dare break the law, boy? Do you?" 
"that you also had high levels of alcohol, as well as." 


"Do you want to remember death, Dave? Do you?" 


"Do you remember?" 

"Do you?!" 

This is ridiculous. 

"Excuse mel" 

They turned to me, quickly silencing their interrogations. 

"Must you bombard him with all of this?" 

"We're sorry, but we have to ask" 

"By law." 

‘Its my job." 

"I think I'll take it from here. Thank you." 

| pushed past them to get to Dave's bedside. 

They looked at me cock-eyed as they filed out of the room. 

| don't care. 

| need to finish this. 

It's about time this came to an end. 

This is the final straw. 

Looking down the bedside, | saw the frizzy red hair and the lanky body I've been estranged from. 
Dave. 

He was leaning back on his elbows, sitting up and smirking at me. 


| looked down at his arm, noticing a tightly secured bandage. Among the others on his arm, this particular one 


was stained with fresh blood. 


| chuckled. 


"Tried to take that IV out again, huh?" 
"| didn't try. | fucking yanked that shit out." 
"Of course." 


His normally flat stomach was now bloated. His neck had a bandage across it, as well as his cheek. His face was 


pale and flushed as if he had just vomited, which, judging by the smell of the room, was probably true. 
His eyes. 
| took one look into his eyes and had to turn away. 


These were the same eyes that | fell in love with, that | trusted, that made me believe that everything was 
okay. 


These were the same eyes that could easily read me and could, or at least used to, help me read him. 


These were the same eyes that would go from a cool emerald to a sharp green to a mellow brown to an 


angry black, depending on his mood. 

Those same eyes were now covered with darkness, filled with a sense of lostness, a look of guilt.. 
A look of defensiveness, scheming.. 

He had a plan in his mind. He was gonna sweet talk his way out of this one. 

Or so he thought. 

"Don't even think about it, Dave." 

The innocent grin on his face immediately faded into a self-justifying scowl. 

"Think about what?" 

"You know what I'm talking about. Don't try to play stupid. It won't work Not this time. Not ever again" 
How quick to anger he is. It was all in his face. 

"Why do you keep fucking accusing me? You judgmental prick" 


"Uh-huh." 


"You act like you're gonna defend me, then you act just like the rest of them. You act like you care, but you 


only care about yourself" 

"Syre" 

"You've been in it for yourself all along. | should have seen it long before now. You fucking--" 
He stopped and looked at me with a surprised face. 

He was waiting for me to get upset. 

It wasn't happening like that. Not this time. 


"So how long are you gonna go with this little drama you've created? It's great work, except it won't work this 
time." 


"Fuck, Junior--" 


"| don't care? Clearly, | must give half a shit about you if I'm the only idiot who would show up at your side 


whenever you need it." 
"Junior--" 


| have defended you, but for much too long. You don't need anymore defending. | think you've got that covered. 
What you need is some help. Professional help.” 


"Junior! What are you saying?" 

"m saying that this is it, Dave. You're done. This is the final straw.’ 

| must have missed something, because he broke out laughing. 

| stared at him blankly as he tried to catch his breath, choking over his chuckle. 
"Oh, c'mon, Junior," he said, finally. 

"What is this?" 

"This is the end, Dave. The end of this." 


"us? So you're fucking leaving--" 


"This is the end of this cycle. You're going, Dave." 

"Where?!" 

"Rehab, Dave. You're going to rehab." 

"Like hell | am!" 

"Yog" 

"What happened to all that talk about me making my--" 

"Own decision? You've had plenty of time, Dave. Now you need a kick in your ass toward the right direction" 
"| ain't goin'--" 

"Yes, you are." 

"No." 

"Yog" 

"Fuck, nol" 

"Dave, you can have your little tantrum. Kick, scream, curse me out, do whatever you want. But | wont argue 
with you, and | won't break down. You're going to rehab, no matter what it takes. | refuse to sit here and 
watch you die." 

| hate you." 

"So be it" 

Dave got up from his bed and walked over to where his clothes were, mumbling under his breath. 

| honestly don't care if he's mad. | had to put my foot down. 

This isn't happening again. 

This is the final fucking straw. 

| made my way to the front desk, telling them that | would be picking Dave up as he was ready for release. 


No more lies. 


No more preliminaries. 
No more foolishness. 
I'm done. 


Death, you have no victory. 


This is the final straw. 


Vain Repetitions 
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Mean. 

Just plain mean. 

He's been acting like a fucking bitch since he showed up to the hospital. 
"Did you pack all of your clothes, Dave?" 

Real dictator-like. 

"And you know you'll need your toothbrush, right?" 

And treating me like I'm an invalid. 

"And hurry up. Don't try to linger around. You're going, Dave." 

You're going, Dave. 

Dave, you're going. 

| mean it this time, Dave. 

You're going. 

“This is it" 

This is it, Dave. 

This is the last time, the fucking final straw. 

You obviously weren't man enough to make your own decision, so someone had to make it for you. 
I've heard ‘em all. 


"Dave, let's go," he called from downstairs. 


This is it, Dave. 

| looked under the pillows, then under the bed. 

Nope, all gone. 

No more of this, Dave. 

| ripped open empty drawers, searching for any trace of-- 

Nope. 

Sorry, Dave. 

It's all gone. 

"Dave!" 

Fuck it. 

| know | left a bottle of painkillers in here. Junior must have found them and probably dumped them. 
Damn. 

"If you're looking for some more of your ‘special stash' you can forget it. It's all gone. Now hurry up." 
It's all gone, Dave. 

Fuck this shit. 

| hate him. 

| hate this. 

Everything. 

Damn. 

| ran down the stairs. Wouldn't want to keep the master waiting. 


He held the door open, exposing the gloomy, gray sky that drooped over our heads. 


Oh, what a beautiful morning. 

"Time to go, Dave." 

Damn. 

Junior can say whatever he wants, but l'Il be damned if | step foot in this place. 
Or if | stay here. 

Not happening. 

Nope. 

We walked up to the outside of the building. | stopped in my tracks. 
I'm not going in here. 

Damn straight, unless you're pussy whooped. 

See, Dave? 

He's always trying to control you. 

He's in it for himself.. 

No, no, Dave. 

That kid loves you, don't you see? 

No. 

No, | don't see anything. 

Nothing makes sense anymore. 

Everything is dark and unclear. 

Just-- 


"Dave, are you coming inside?" 


Why is he asking me as if he's giving me a choice? 

He walked over to where | stood. 

He tried to look me directly in the eyes, but | avoided his gaze. 
"Dave." 

If he was trying to stay cool about this, it wasn't working. 
Chill, Junior, your Hitler horns are showing. 

"You can give me the silent treatment if you want to, but | don't care anymore." 
There goes another one. 

| don't care anymore, Dave. 

l'm dead to that. 

You won't play me for a fool again 

"This is for your own good, Dave." 

Ah, and another one. 

"l'm doing my job." 

Right, right. 

| don't care if you don't like it" 

Yup. 

| couldn't bear to watch something else happen to you." 

But he did, Dave. 

He watched it for a long time. 


In fact, he watched and learned. 


He learned and he followed you. 

Now that he's out of it, he tries to act like he forgot. 
Like he's forgotten where he came from. 

"| love you, Dave." 

| don't wanna hear it. 

"And | know that you probably hate me right now." 
You have no idea. 

"But it's time to go. Pick up your shit and let's go." 
Alas, something new. 

We walked inside the isolated madhouse and headed for the front desk. 
Junior started talking to some old biddy behind the desk while | looked for exit signs. 
And unfortunately for me, there were not too many. 
But there's always a way out. 

Even without leaving the building.. 

That's right, Dave. 

You no good son of a bitch, you'll always find a way. 
Junior's wasting his time. 

It's pointless. 

You're pointless. 

A waste. 

"Dave." 


| whipped my head around to find Junior standing next to some other stuffy looking people. 


Oh, joy. 

"Hello, Dave," said one man with the most fake smile I've ever seen. 

"He's the main doctor, Dave. The one recommended on that card. He's here to help you." 
| don't need help. 

Okay, here we go. 

Hello, Dave. How are you? Nice to meet you. We've heard about your problem. Don't do drugs. Drugs are bad. 
You're not bad. Your problem is bad. Don't worry. We're here to help. Jesus loves you and so do we. 
Everything's going to be just fine.. 

Blah blah blah. 

"We'll take your stuff so that you guys can have a minute alone." 

They robbed me of my belongings. 

Wait, come back, don't leave me here with him. 

Not empty handed again 

Please. 

At least show me the way out.. 

"Dave, listen to me.” 

Look at me, Dave. 

| love you. 

"| love you, Dave." 

Don't think for a second that I'm trying to get rid of you. 

"Don't ever think that lm trying to get rid of you." 


But this has to be done. This is the final straw, you understand? 


"But this is for the best, do you hear me? This has to stop." 
He tried to kiss my cheek, but | pulled away from him. 
He looked taken back and hurt, but | couldn't care less. 


I'm the one who should be upset. I'm the one being sentenced without a crime. l'm the one that's being trapped 


in this place without having a clue as to where | am. 
"Ill, um.. Ill come see you when | can" 

And he left. 

He turned on his heels and left me standing here. 
Yeah, just let him act like he's tough shit. 

Let him feel like he's got control over this. 

But you're not staying here, are you? 

No sir. 

| don't care what it takes. 

| don't care what anyone says. 

| don't care what | have to do. 

This shit isn't for me. 

lm out. 

"Did you catch that other guy?" 

"No, he was too fast. He slipped away--" 

"There's a fight upstairs!" 


"Hurry!" 


As soon as | looked at this place, | knew it was off. 

Not that | like these places anyway.. 

But all over it was written: Welcome to prison, welcome to the jungle, welcome to hell. 
Is this the place that doctor recommended? 

No fucking way. 

This was just way too-- 

"Get him before he runs out the door!" 

No, wait, dude, please take me with you. 

Maybe | should start a fight, then | could get out of here. 

Nah, I've got more class than that. 

Banging and clashing and yelling and stomping and running. 

Yeah, this was some place. 

| was sitting in a corner messing with a lighter | found under a curtain 
This place was just crazy. 


Watching the whirlwind of fugitives and insane employees run past me only helped fuel my desire to get out of 


here. 
Where were they going and how did they find a way of escape? 
Maybe | should go explore.. 

| stood and slowly crept over to the door, until | spotted something, 
Something | needed 

In the hands of a young kid 


The kid sat curled up on the floor with his back against the wall, eyes closed, head back, fucking snorting crack 
with a joint beside him. 


How did he get in here with that? 

| sat beside him. 

Maybe he knows something | don't know. 

"Yo, kid" 

He wasn't too far gone, as he turned his head and looked me in the eye. 
His eyes were red and veiny. 

Good Lord. 

Before | could say anything else, he abruptly held out his hand. 

| looked down to see the coke sitting in a cellophane wrapping. 

| grabbed it without hesitation, along with the joint he then offered me. 
"Dude, how'd you get this?" 

"They don't watch. Too busy chasing runaways...” 

He took a drag of his joint, and coughed up a little bit. 


"Left earlier. Snuck into the back of some burger joint and cooked this shit up and came back so that they 
wouldn't tell my girl | left.” 


"You think | can leave?" 
"Well, yeah. If | were you, | would go now. While there's no one watching.” 
Go now while there's no one watching. 


"You can't get caught. There's a back way that's completely unmanned if you turn this corner and go straight 


back. Hardly anyone goes that way but it's there." 
You always find a way out, Dave. 


"Hurry up and get that kid! | saw him go up the stairs!" 


"Can you believe this, man?" 

"Yeah. This is the cheap place everyone wants to send you to get well" 

"They don't know shit about getting well." 

"Yeah, man. Go now. You should go now." 

"Arent you coming?" 

"No. Better stay here than live out in the street once my girl finds out | left." 
Junior kicked me out once. He could do it again 

Fuck that. 

"Sucks." 

"Yeah." 

| clutched onto the supply he gave me and stood, quickly stepping out the door. 
You no good son of a bitch. 

Left turn, straight down the hallway.. 

Why does he keep wasting his time on you? 

Its so dark down here.. 

You're a waste. 

Ah, the door. 

Its all pointless. 

Now, where to? 


ts all in vain. 


Time is Relentless 
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Evil itself may be relentless. | will grant you that, but love is relentless too. Friendship is a relentless force. 
Family is a relentless force. Faith is a relentless force. The human spirit is relentless, and the human heart 
outlasts -and can defeat - even the most relentless force of all, which is time... 

Time. 

And that was supposed to be the last time. 

| thought that putting my foot down and declaring what was to happen would stop everything. 

But, as usual, | was dead wrong. 

Damn, was | wrong. 

"Junior" 

It's been a week since | dropped him off at that care center. 

Big mistake. 

The place was a chamber of chaos. 

Dave came back the next day. 

"What are you doing up so early?" 

He came back and basically told me that everything was going his way. 

No more "bossing him around," no more kicking people out, no more walking out. 

Dave called the shots. Dave ran this place. 


Dave owned me. 


He owns you, David. And you'll never break away from it. 


Ever. 

"Hey, that was a question" 

| sat up on the bed, staring at a spot on the floor. 

| did not want to see his face. 

He would look insane, high, insanely high. 

| just can't.. 

"Damn it, kid, look at me when I'm talking to you." 

He grabbed my face, forcing me to look at him. 

| couldn't fight him. 

No. 

Not after that night.. 

3 EE EK 

"Don't act like you don't remember what this feels like." 

"Dave." 

He shoved me down on the bed, climbing on top of me, dangling the line in front of my face. 
"When was the last time you met Cristy?" he jeered, his drunken breath filling my nostrils. 
Meth. 

No, no, not that. 

Stop. 

"Dave, please--" 


"Shut up! Stop whining! What, are you too clean for this?" 


The weight and pressure of his body crushed my legs as | tried to squirm underneath him. 
"Where the fuck do you think you're going?" 

Breathe, David, breathe. 

| can't, | can't. 

"You're not going anywhere." 

Why is he treating me like this? He said he would protect me-- 

He doesn't want anyone else to have you because you're the only constant thing he has. 
Thing. 

I'm nothing more than an object. 


"You're not fucking better than anyone. Who do you think you are? Boy, before you called yourself ‘clean,’ you 


were a gutter rat like me. And you still are. That's all we'll ever be." 
He brought the line closer to my face. 

"One taste won't hurt.” 

Do something. 

Someone just-- 

"C'mon, Junior.” 

"NO!" 

| snatched it out of his hand and threw it into the surrounding darkness. 
Dave's eyes went completely black. 

It was as if his eyes were a channel to the abyss itself. 

"You fucking idiot!" 


He hit me. 


He clenched his fist and hit me. 

Socked me right in the left eye. 

| couldn't shed a tear, | couldn't moan or sigh, | couldn't feel. 
This pain was a numbing pain. 

You're a piece of shit, David 

Your efforts are worthless. 

You're worthless. 

"You little bitch." 

He furiously began to grab my clothes. 

No one puts their hands on my shit and gets away with it. 
And if God can't save the righteous, who then shall be saved? 
"You're gonna give me some tonight." 

He's just drunk, he's just upset. 

This is the fucking final straw. 

Stop making excuses for him. 

He's gone mad. 

He's taken you over. 

| squirmed and squealed. 

Why is this happening again? 

He's claiming his property. 

"You're gonna fucking like this. You're gonna make me feel good tonight." 


Say something David. 


Save yourself. 

Relentless, violent thrusts.. 

Remember the good old days when you guys-- 

| can't. 

| tried to scream, but only short heavy pants of air escaped my lips. 
He's in control. 

My eyes closed, my body shut down, accepting my fate. 
The power's gone right out of me. 

| have no hope. 

And there's nothing | can do.. 
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"Junior, answer me." 


Abruptly abandoning my thoughts, | stared up at the resilient redhead. 


Forget it. Fix yourself up and fix up this place. I'll be back later." 

| tried to fix it up. 

| did. 

He pulled my face up to get a better view of my eye, which was nastily bruised, black and blue. 
He touched it tenderly, still enough to make me hiss. 

"Cover up your eye, babe. You're too beautiful for this.” 


Not a blush, not a butterfly, not a goose-bump. 


Nothing. 

"You're cooking tonight?" 

| nodded hesitantly. 

"Good. I'll be back later. And remember what | said." 

| have no hope, | have no power, | have no control. 

My relentless efforts to change our circumstances only led to his retaliation and my downfall. 
| feel like I'm the dead man walking, and I've been clean for months. 
But misery loves company. 

Now it's your turn. 

He walked out, leaving me to tend the mess in the bedroom. 
Broken bottles, pill caps, cigarette butts, a line.. 

That same line.. 

| can't ask him where he goes. 

| can't control what he does. 

| can't control myself. 

l'm his little shit, and | do his bidding. 

But, David, it can't end here, this has got to stop-- 

No! 

It can't, it won't, it never will. 

Evil is relentless and it controls time. 

It controls how long we must endure suffering. 


It controls how long we're allowed to believe that life's good. 


It controls how long we survive. 
Well, l'm done. 
| have no control. 


Evil's surely won this time. 


For Him 
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Yeah, I've been everywhere. 

Lived in a crummy apartment, fit for two. 

Two young lovers we were. 

Were. 

I've been everywhere. 

Got thrown out into the street because no one has sympathy for an incubus. 


Everyone walked on past me, watching their step, making certain that their innocent little two year olds didn't 
come sit on the madman's lap. 


Good idea. | certainly wasn't handing out any cookies. 
Sure, I've been everywhere. 
Living in a shack that reeked of crack, reeked of shit, reeked of death. 


People walking through my home because my home was their walkway, the dirt path leading to the dwelling, 


from rags to riches. 
Yep, just step over that loser laying in the gutter. 

Mommy, why is that man laying in the street like that? 

Because he was a bad boy. You don't want to turn out like that, right honey? 
No way. And he's dirty. 

| know, son 


Yeah, because words no longer hurt this man. 


You can't push him down any further than he already is. 

Ladies and gentlemen, you can help me out by signing a contract to death itself. 

Just deal with my dirt. 

Yeah, and it worked for awhile. 

Thought | was making the big time until that last fateful customer. 

Man in his mom jeans and cheesy grin. 

Yeah, he was a great help. He sealed the deal. 

To the dungeon, son. 

| swear, I've been everywhere. 

Waiting in my cell for someone to bail me out. 

Waiting patiently with a toke, mind you. 

Someone took me out of there before | could get too much business. 

He always did, 

Yessir, I've been everywhere. 

In the comfort of a warm home then thrown out into the street without a warning. 

Fool you crazy dirty fool you said the wrong thing you get out of this house and don't you ever come back. 
Been wandering in the dark, been a thief, been where | belonged. 

The piss poor sit in the piss poor section and drown to their death in the piss in the piss poor home. 
Dirty, dirty death. 

Dead. 


Or not quite. 


Fuck, I've been everywhere. 
An angry god dangles me over the devil's open fire-filled mouth. 


Haha no Dave | won't let you go wait just feel that heat okay I'll bring you back no jinx trust fall hahaha look 


at him squirm. 

Guess | was destined to die. 

And | would have been better off. 

But they brought me back. 

And, yeah, | rose. 

And still, | rise. 

| rise and | say that | have the power over this thing. 

I've been from the poor house to the crazy house to the house of disdain, and | ain't going back. 
No. 

No sir, I'm in control. 

And | determine where l'm going. 

So then where the fuck am | now.. 

Walking along the poor pavement, in the stagnant air and gray sky, something just came over me. 
Not sure what it is. 

And l'm not so sure | like it. 

All | could see was him. 


You fucking hurt him, Dave. The only person that's ever been genuine toward you and ever really loved you 


and you hurt him. 
You've hurt him for the final time. 


He'll never forgive you. 


No, no, that's not true. 

He will, he has before, he'll do it again, right? 

My pace increased, my heart grew heavy, and my head pounded. 
The guilt. 

Flashbacks filled my head as if on automatic download. 

Look! See? 

You think he wants to come back to that? 

But | didn't mean-- 

You impulsive idiot. 

This hurts me more than this hurts you. 

He said that before he dropped me off at the madhouse. 

And evidently, he was right.. 

"Dave?" 

| turned and saw a sight | did not need to see at this moment. 
Bright blue eyes. 

Jagged brown hair. 

That devious look on his face. 

Jeff. 

No fucking way. 

| felt my eyes burn through his skull. 


"What the hell do you want?" 


He put his hands up as if innocent. 

"Relax, man. It's just that | haven't seen you--" 

"Don't you dare tell me to relax! You expect me to relax after what you did?" 

"And what was that ?" 

| shoved him backwards. 

"You know what you did. Don't play dumb with me, although you are a dumb cunt." 

He sneered in my face. 

"You need to lay off all that shit you take, Dave. | think its making you more and more paranoid" 

| grabbed him by his throat. 

"This ain't no fucking paranoia!" 

"Why do you always accuse people? Because you can't stand knowing that you have to take the blame, huh?" 
| shook him harshly. 

How the fuck could he say that to me? 

Mel 

‘Lam right. This is a fact, you fucking hurt David." 

He was fixing his mouth to say something else, but | drew his face closer to mine. 

"And don't say you didn't, because he fucking told me! And he was scared shitless because of you." 
"Well, shit, | was only trying to give him something you weren't" 

That's it. 

| round-housed him in the face and watched him stumble to the ground. 


"What the fuck did you just say?!" 


"Dave, you weren't there for him. He was cold and alone so | just--" 


"So fucking him up the ass is supposed to make him feel better?" 

What does he know anyway? No one knows about Junior and |, and | mean no one. 
Dave, oh, Dave. 

You fucking hypocrite. 

"Well at least | tried to be a friend to him!" 

"By hurting him while he's down? You fucking hurt him." 

"And what exactly did you do, Dave? Huh?" 

Fucking son of a-- 

No, Dave. 

He's right. 


"You always talk about him being your best friend and your little brother and shit, and you treated him like 
trash. You fucking hurt him. You fucking abandoned him. All so that you could get your fix." 


Whoa. 
No. 
"Jeff, you fucking--" 


"No, you shut the fuck up! You know l'm right! You're probably out here right now because you hurt him again 
and you still don't wanna face yourself, right?" 


| just stared him down. 

That's right, Dave. Keep your mouth shut. 
He's right. 

But he fucking hurt him-- 


And so did you. You both did. You're both wrong. 


But shut up and listen for once in your life. 

"You couldn't cut the crack for him, Dave? He asked you to pay the rent and you couldn't do that. He 
surprised you with a house and you didn't thank him for that, | bet. Because you certainly weren't there to 
help him move in" 

"You were in my house?!" 

"Shut up, l'm talking! Yeah, someone had to help him. And yeah. | didn't do it in the best way." 

"Damn right. You just wanted to get a piece of his fucking ass. You selfish--" 

"No. You fucking bastard, you're fucking selfish. Look at all he's done for you that you've overlooked because 
you wanna fucking shove your head in a bottle or shove shit in your arm or up your nose. You fucking hurt 
people and don't take time to appreciate anything because you're so far gone.’ 

Put your fist down , Dave. 

"And you know I'm right. You couldn't even stop for him, man. Him." 

Fuck. 

Dammit. 

So the backstabbing bitch had a point. 

Kudos to you, friend. 

But | couldn't just let him feel like he had the upper hand. 

"You're out of the band, Jeff" 

He didn't even seem disappointed. 

"Whatever, man. It's about time | left, anyway." 

"Fuck off" 

"Get help." 


For him, Dave. 


Him. 


Jeff walked off shaking his head, leaving me standing alone. 

| love Junior. 

| fucking love him. 

Then why did you hurt him, Dave? 

Why did you betray him? 

Why did you abandon him? 

Why did you let it go on for so long? 

| stepped on down the street, unsure of where my feet were leading me. 
Junior. 

Dammit. 

He loved you and you couldn't stop for him. 

He wanted you to stop for yourself, and you still wouldn't listen 
What will it take for it all to get through your intoxicated mind? 
Tears fell down my face as | stepped on. 

He's right. 

Everyone was fucking right. 

You fucking idiot, don't you see? 

| see. 

Poor Junior... 

Fuck, I'm such a-- 


No , Dave. 


No more pity parties, no more feeling sorry for yourself then engorging yourself with all of your special 


stash. 

Its about bloody time you break this cycle. 

But | can't-- 

You can and you will 

For him. 

If not for myself, then for him. 

| owe him that much. 

And much more, Dave. 

Yeah. 

Much more.. 

Where am | going? | thought I've been everywhere. 
Not here, Dave. 

This is the final stop. 

Your journey's end. 

| looked at the moderately sized building. 

| felt a knot grow in my stomach as | walked towards the entrance. 
Junior. 

Look , | don't know if you even care anymore. 

| sure wouldn't, not after the way | treated you. 
But I'm doin’ this, baby. 


Because | should have done it before. 


I'm doing this for you. 

| know, you wanted me to do it out of self-respect. 
But, dammit, | don't have any. | never did. 

That's what's gotten me into this mess. 

And I'm sure you don't have any respect for me either. 
But I'm doing this for you. 

If not for me, then for you. 

I'm sorry, Junior. 

| know you won't forgive me. 

Nice nurses, white walls, and the fucking bastard enters. 
Here we go. 

For him, Dave. 


Him. 


Broken 
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Mine could not be a story about the building of character, but about its erosion, about the slow accumulation 


of small forces and events that ultimately dries the soul and leaves the heart empty.. 
Empty. 

Broken and empty. 

He left me broken and empty. 

He did. 

| continued to stare at the ceiling, my brain spinning, trying to make sense of it all 
Look at the ceiling, look at how stable it is, how unchanging it is, how strong it is. 


Look at how it covers us and has witnessed all that's occurred underneath it, the good times and the bad 


times. 

The bad times. 

Think about how it stood over you and didn't say a word. 

Think about how no one said a word. 

Because nobody cared. 

No one appreciates the ceiling for what it does. It covers us and protects us from the cold wind and the 
storm and doesn't ask for a thing in return, yet we completely ignore its presence and never take the time to 
say thank you. 

Poor thing. 


| can understand. 


But, hey, it wasn’t raped. 


Raped by the one who swore to protect you. 

Betrayed by the one who claimed to love you so much. 

Abused by the same one who would harm anyone that harmed you. 

Deceived, disillusioned, discombobulated.. 

Broken. 

I've been beat down and broken and pushed aside. 

The power | held onto for so long through this fight has finally faded out of me. 

| cannot fathom that this has happened to me. 

Me. 

You go so long hearing about people who've been hurt, but you never think that it could be you. 
| get it now. 

Life is good to no man. No one is exempt from suffering. 

l'm not exaggerating, I'm not being dramatic, l'm not overreacting. 

I'm broken. 

| haven't left the house since that fateful day. 

lve hardly left the bedroom. 

In fact, Ive barely gotten out of bed. 

| can't. I'm afraid.. 

There's no point anyway.. 

No why is the phone ringing no | can't talk to anyone right now no please just leave me be.. 


No one would understand, no one would care, no one should talk to me while l'm like this. 


The doorbell rang. 

Oh no please go just leave | can't. 

No one can see me like this please just leave go goodbye. 

| just can't. 

I've lost my will to live. 

They say the spirit is willing but the flesh is weak. 

Well, my spirit and flesh are both weak, so now what? 

| can't even tend to my wounds. 

He's finally done it, he's finally won. 

He's finally broken me down. 

Something hit the window, somebody's calling my name. 
David you there David are you okay David are you alive 

| can't recognize the voice, nor do | care to. 

Let me in let me help you 

Its Jeff its definitely Jeff he wants to hurt me some more too 
Jeff no you should go you've already caused enough trouble. 
Between the two of you, I've lost my own sanity. 

Dave hasn't been back since that day, hasn't said a word. 
You should join him. 

Don't come back. 

Between the two of you, there's enough power to dominate all of mankind. 


Leave please just leave. 


You've already killed me now let me rest in peace. 
Go. 

The shades were down and the lights were off. 
I'm here alone in the dark and in the cold. 


NO DAVE NO DONT PLEASE STOP DON'T HURT ME PLEASE NO | DON'T WANNA | WANNA BE CLEAN | WANNA 
BE WHOLE PLEASE 


Why did he hate me? 
My heart wrenched as the surrounding shadows of my memories filled my head. 


You're hallucinating, David. 


No. 
No I'm not. 
This is real. 


YOU STUPID BITCH YOU THINK YOU'RE BETTER THEN ME WELL I'LL SHOW SOMETHIN: 

| pulled the bed sheets over my head. 

My body still ached and smelled from not bathing in days. 

| shivered in a cold sweat, yet felt too stiff to breathe, to move, to live. 

Silent sobs escaped my lips, my broken heart melting into bitter tears. 

| don't expect you to come back, Dave. And don't you dare look for me. 

| could never love again. 

l'm just too broken 

I'm living in hell from one day to the next. But there is nothing | can do to escape. | don't know where | would 


go if | did. | feel utterly powerless, and that feeling is my prison. | entered of my own free will, locked the door 
and threw away the key.. 


| put myself in this situation because | loved you, because | wanted to help you 
What kind of fool am 1? 

A damn fool 

A damned fool 

Im not empty, Im full of sorrow. 


I'm not crazy, this is all real. 


But | am, indeed, broken. 


Suffering 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter 19, enjoy ~ 


"And we tried to contact him but he's not answering. I'm sorry--" 
"No, no. Please, please..call him, please!" 

Why would he check up on you, Dave? 

You know he hates you after what you've done to him. 
Drurk. 

Crackhead. 

Abuser. 

Rapist. 

Guilty. 

Goddamn it, | know I'm guilty. 

| know it. 

"We'll try again, but like we said--" 

"Please. | need to speak with him." 

Can't they see I'm suffering? 

Can't they see me shaking? 

Can't they see that | need him? 

Don't complain 


You must suffer in solitude. You've made him suffer enough. 


Three little assistants surrounded me, trying to hold me down, telling me to relax. 
Relax? 


How the hell am | supposed to relax when the world is closing in on me and the very air I'm breathing is 


escaping from me? 

My body shook and broke out into a cold sweat. 

So much fucking pain. 

Someone please help me | don't want to stay like this. 
"Junior! Junior, please, come save me!" 

They don't know who he is. They won't bring him to me. 
He doesn't know who you are, he won't come to you. 
Pain and suffering. 

The kind of pain and suffering that you can't describe. 


The kind of pain and suffering that brings back to your remembrance anything you've done that's brought you 


up to this point and now you're facing the consequences. 

The kind of pain and suffering that either ends with endurance or by turning back.. 

No, no, | can't turn back. | can't, | won't. 

| meant it this time, really | did. 

Oh, but only if someone could take the pain away. 

If only someone could clear my blurred vision 

If only someone could help me. 

"Do you see those spiders, man? They're crawling all over me. Get them off, please, please, help me!" 


Why aren't they helping me? Why can't they stop this pain? 


Because you're insane. 

No, this is real, | can feel it. 

The devil has me by the tail. 

Detox is the devil. 

No, Dave. 

Your problem was the devil. 

You've inflicted pain onto many others. Now it's your turn 
Nol 

No, | want this pain gone right now. 


"Let me up! | need something, please. Just once, | need it just once. It'll take the pain away. Please, | can't 


breathe, | can't see! Help me, please!" 

No one understands me, no one will help me. 

Everyone's getting there kicks out of watching me suffer. 
Because | deserve it this time. 


The assistants kept me tied down, telling me there was no cure, that | had to fight through it, that | was 
fighting for my life, that everything would be fine.. 


Hold me in your arms and hide me away from these monsters and kiss my forehead and tell me everything 


will be okay and tell me that you love me and promise that you will never leave me.. 
"JUNIOR!" 

Screaming with my dying breath wouldn't bring him back. 

l'm dying. 

| must be. 


Because this is the epitome of suffering. 


If pain must come, may iT come quickly. Because | have a life to live, and | need to live it in the best way 
possible. If he has to make a choice, may he make it now. Then | will either wait for him or forget him.. 


| can't forget him, | can't forget what I've done to him and neither will he. 

But I'm sure he hates me. 

He does, Dave, he does. 

He wants to watch you suffer. 

IK 

Am | dead or am | dying? 

It must be one of those because | have no idea what time it is or how long I've been here. 
A week, a month maybe? 

All | know is that it seems like it's been forever. 

Forever that I've been laying here like a basket case. 

Forever since I've seen him.. 

God, Junior where are you? 

| don't expect you to do anything for me. 

If only | could see you one more time. Just see your face and maybe hold your hand. 
If only | could say I'm sorry.. 

l'm guilty. 

| don't just feel guilty, | know I've been wrong. 

But | guess l'm a bit late, aren't |? 

Yes, you are. 


l'm sorry | made you suffer. 


lm sorry | betrayed you. 

lm sorry | manipulated you. 

l'm sorry | broke your heart. 

lm sorry that | took advantage of your love and innocence and naiveté and kindness and.. 
| couldn't stop the tears from falling or the prevailing cold death that surrounded me. 
Damn it, Dave. How could you have been so stupid? 

| don't know, | don't know. 

Jeff was wrong but he was right. 

He hurt him but he was right. For the most part anyway. 
| was ungrateful and | did abandon Junior. 

My sweet, precious Junior. 

Fuck you, Dave. 

Fuck me. 

| clenched my fists and let out a booming growl. 

Damn it! 

More tears, more pain. 

Why, why, why.. 

No assistance. No special attention. 

Just reflect. 

| don't wanna see my reflection 

Its dark, its dirty, its ugly. 


Just think about what you've done. 


You think I'm having trouble doing that? 

Pictures of him flashing through my mind. 

He couldn't save himself, he could hardly scream or breathe. 
| killed him. 

Murderer. 

Damn you, Dave. 

You lying, thieving, murderous son of a bitch. 

Damn you. 

Someone make the voices stop, someone take the pain away, someone please love me, someone come and stay. 
"Junior!" 

Where is he? 

"Call Junior!" 

No one fucking hears you, just shut up, just give up. 

No. 

| won't give up, | promised. 

| won't. 

KEKR 

It's been too hard living, but l'm afraid to die.. 

| never was, but now | am. 

Because death is my only adversary. 


I'm holding out, I'm trying, but l'm still afraid. 


I've talked to people here that say they had the same issues that | have, that they understand. 


| try to smile back at them, but deep down | know that I'm of the lowest caliber, that l'm lower than the 


lowest, that I'm disgusting, that no one could possibly understand. 
No one. 

l'm fighting. 

But the battle is hard to fight when no one is by your side. 
Junior. 

Damn it, Junior. 

Where are you? 

| sat in a creaky chair in the corner of this cell, drinking some black coffee. 
Suffering in solitude. 

Alone. 

Yearning and waiting. 

Staring at the door. 


The good doc says | need to get out more with the others, that isolating myself and not staying active won't 
help me, that it will only leave room for triggering depressive thoughts.. 


| don't care. 

It won't matter. 

Ill just be out there thinking about you anyway. 

IK 

I's at that point in time where I'm supposed to testify. 

l'm supposed to speak out and say where I've been and how far I've come and where l'm going. 


Well, what am | supposed to say? 


Yeah, it's been three weeks, and sure, my body's getting stronger. 
But my heart is still broken and my spirit is crushed. 
Cute little picture they paint for people. 


Yup, you'll throw the drugs in the trash and laugh and smile with your loved ones and embark on your life's 
journey to success. Yup. And everything will be just grand. 


Yeah, it's not like that. 

Not at all. 

It's like a catch 22. 

You lose one, but you get the other. 

| lost Junior, but I'm getting my vision back. 
But its not a catch 22, Dave. 

He wanted you to get better. He loved you. 
It could have been a win/win situation 

But not anymore. 

| used a pay-phone to try and call him but, of course, he didn't answer. 
Junior. 

| know you're broken. 

| know you're suffering. 

But | need you now. 

And | need to say that l'm sorry. 


If pain must come, may it come quickly. Because | have a life to live, and | need to live it in the best way 


possible. If he has to make a choice, may he make it now. Then | will either wait for him or forget him.. 


He forgot about me. 

He didn't forget what | did to him, but he forgot about me. 
That's right, Dave. 

You must suffer in solitude. 

Damn you, Dave. 

Junior, please. 

It's too late. 

Please. 

You had a choice. 


l'm sorry. 


Man In A Box 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter 20, all. Enjoy ~ 


l'm a man in a box. 

And I've felt this way for awhile. 

Buried in my shit. 

Stuck and can't escape that feeling. 

Won't you come and save me.. 

These past few weeks have been a trying time. | had to start getting back into the flow of things. 
My job, the house, the band that would remain inactive until. 

| don't even know. 


Stepping out of the shower, | grabbed a towel and wrapped it around myself, heading towards the clothes | laid 


out to wear. 


The band would remain inactive until its leader decided to show up. But as far as I'm concerned, it's already 


dead. 


Jeff showed up the other week. Not sure how he got into the house, but he showed up. The dirtbag showed 
up. 


Although he did smooth things over. If it weren't for him, | doubt I'd be out of bed right now. 


He saw me wrapped in my bed sheets, shaking and sobbing in panic, begging an invisible attacker to "stop, don't 


do it, please don't do it." 
He saw my bruises, my scars. 
He saw me in my disgusting and un-groomed state. 


David, he did this, didn't he? Don't worry, shh, it's okay. I'm here for you.. 


After calming me down and helping me bathe and tending to my wounds and helping me dress and feeding me, 


he told me. 

He told me everything. 

About his encounter with Dave, that he's leaving the band.. 
That he thinks Dave went to get help. 

Never. 

Lies. 

Complete lies. 

You mean to tell me that stubborn fool actually went to rehab? 
Can anything good come out if him? 

| don't think so. 


| smacked him when he said that and told him not to come back anymore and to stop meddling between Dave 


and | 
He called me crazy, 

Crazy? 

Call me crazy, call me strange, call me whatever you want 

But things have changed, I've changed 

And I'll never be the same again 

From there, | decided that if | must live on, then | have to start doing things for myself 
To defend myself, to take care of myself 

| can't depend on anyone else. 


| walked over to the full length mirror. 


| certainly looked different. 
| looked a bit healthier now that I've been taking better care of myself. 


But something still wasn't the same. It was almost as if | were staring at my own shadow rather than my 


reflection.. 

But there's nothing | can do about it now. 

Walking to work, | looked around at everything surrounding me. 

The sun was shining, the air was crisp, people were laughing and smiling. 
What's wrong with me? What's everyone so happy about? What did | miss? 
Tell me, I'd like to know. 

But | guess | never will. 

lm not the fun-loving guy | once was. 

I'm so detached, suppressed. 

l'm aman in a box. 

Buried in my shit. 

Won't you come and save me.. 

IK 

Another day spent, another check in the bank, another walk home in the brisk starry night. 
Most people would call this a good day. 

| can't. 

What's the point of living if you've got nothing or no one to live for? 
What's the joy in an empty house, an empty heart, an empty existence? 


| don't see the point and | can't remember the last time I've experienced any joy. 


He made sure of that.. 

Opening the front door of the house, | felt chills go up my spine. 

Too many memories, too much pain. 

Shadows replay the past, voices fill my head, haunting my very soul. 

Damn it, | hate this house. 

Home sweet home indeed. 

It was as if | could feel his presence, hear his voice, see that violent look in his eyes. 
It was as if he were actually here. 

No, go away, stay the hell away from me, haven't you had enough? 

| ran up the stairs, shutting myself in my bedroom, sitting in the corner, hiding myself away. 
You gotta start getting out more, man, Jeff told me. 

He doesn't get it. 

He just doesn't get it. 

Although this is partly his doing. 

I'm like this because of them, they made me this way. 

They pushed me into a corner until finally they got what they wanted from me. 
They made me bed ridden, they made me isolated, they made me miserable. 
And now l'm here. 

I'm the man in a box. 

Buried in my shit. 

Won't you come and save me.. 


| couldn't even bring myself to answer the ringing phone. 


| don't want to talk to anyone, | can't talk to anyone. 


It's amazing that | still have a job; neither my customers or coworkers can get me to crack a smile, let alone 
speak to them. 


Speak. 

Why speak when I'll just go unheard? 

When I'll just be disregarded? 

There's no point. 

| covered my ears, hoping that whoever it was would just go away. 

But it kept ringing. And every time | ignored the call, the person called back again. 
Could it be that important? Who could want my attention? 

Maybe | should.. 


Staring at the phone from the other side of the room, | watched it ring and wondered who could possibly be 


calling. 

Nobody wants me. Who could possibly be trying so hard to hear my voice? 
And could | speak to someone? 

| stood up slowly and began inching over to the receiver. 

Maybe that's someone coming to save you.. 

My hand shook as | reached down for the phone. 

It's just been so lorg.. 

| can't do it. 

Answer it, David. 


Don't you want to get out of this rut? 


Taking a deep breath, | grabbed it quickly, nervously placing it against my face. 
This is it. Find your voice. Let yourself be heard. 

"hello?" 

"Junior?" 

What.. 

No. 

It can't be, it can't be. 

| can't-- 


Stop saying what you can't do. If you want your power back, if you want to find yourself, if you want this 
suffering to end, you have to do this. 


Just be strong. 

Right.. 

"Dave. What do you want?" 

‘Ive been trying to call you for nearly a month now, and I've finally gotten ahold of you! How have you been?" 
As if you already haven't gotten ahold of me.. 

"lve been worried, Junior. Really worried. | thought you might have..well..” 
What? 

Died? 

Well, if that's the case, then good job. 

Because you killed me, Dave. 

My body's mangled and my soul's a mess. 


You did it. 


"Don't waste your time worrying about me." 

ines 

"Where have you been?" 

At first, he sounded annoyingly cheerful. Now the hurt was kicking in 
Great. 

"| did it, Junior. | did it for you." 

"did what?" 


"Rehab, Junior. | went to rehab. | finally made my own decision and | went. Just like you said. And | did it for 
you." 


Does he think I'm flattered? 

‘It's been a struggle, especially without you here." 

He must think | am. 

"But | knew that you wanted me to change, so I'm making that change, Junior." 
l'm not. 

‘Its supposed to be about you, Dave. Just like everything else." 
"What?" 

"Stop saying you did it for me. This is about you." 

"What do you mean?" 

‘I'm saying--" 

"Wait, Junior! | have to tell you..that I'm sorry." 

Aw. 


He's sorry. 


You hear that? 

He's fucking sorry. 

After all he's put me through, after all of this time, he's sorry. 
Sorry. 

Is that the best he could come up with? 

"Sorry, Dave?" 

"Please let me explain, Junior. Please." 

"| shouldn't." 

An uneasy silence took over. 

In no way did Junior just deny Dave the right to speak! 
Yeah. | did. 

"| know. You don't have to listen to me.." 


Wow, that must have taken him a lot of strength to say that. Did they have anger management there? l'm 
shocked. 


Wow.. 

‘Look, if you don't want to talk, | understand. But could you.do me a favor?" 
What. 

"| know | have no right to ask you for anything.” 

Damn straight. 

" and you don't have to do anything you don't want to." 

Not anymore. 


"but... Could | just see you one more time? Please? You don't even have to say anything to me. | just.need to 


see you..." 


| couldn't even wrap my head around his request fast enough to answer. 

"And another thing! The program will be over soon, so we can see each other again" 
"| wouldn't bet on that," | finally said. 

Dave gasped a little. 

What, Dave? Did | shock you? 

"l. Junior, l--" 

"Look, I'll come see you, alright? I'll come see you." 

"Oh, um, great! When?" 

"When I'm ready. I'll come then 

‘Oh..okay. So I'll see you then 

"Goodnight, Dave." 

"Goodnight... | love you." 

"Bye" 

| quickly hung the phone up. 

How dare he tell me that he loves me. 

How dare he ask me for favors. 

How dare he talk to me at all. 

Is this even real? 

Why can't | just completely ignore him? 

The cold shoulder will just draw me back into his mess and mess me up again. 


This just won't work. 


No, David, no. 

Just be strong. 

Just do everything at your own discretion 
That's right. 

| told him | would see him once | was ready to. 
| will not be forced. 

Not this time. Not ever again. 

l'm aman in a box. 

Buried in my shit. 

Won't you come and save me.. 

No. 


| have to save myself. 


Possum Kingdom 
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| promise you | will treat you well, my sweet angel, so help me Jesus.. 
| would. 

| would treat him well this time. 

Really, | would. 

| just need another chance. 

| need the chance to tell him so. 

Dave, Dave.. 

How could you expect him to come back? 

Why don't you just accept it? 

It's over. 

Nol 

No, no, it's not, don't say that to me, don't ever say that. 
He's mine, I'm his, he could never leave me. 

I've messed up, | know | have. 

But we can work it out. 

We were fated to be together, it can't just end here. 


It just can't. 


| sat in the windowsill, looking out with great expectation and an unwavering eagerness. 
You have to come, you have to. 

You said you would. 

Please Junior, don't leave me here. 

l'm all alone. 

You idiot. 

You're now only experiencing what you've put him through for the better part of a year. 


All of his sleepless nights and endless days spent worrying about you, waiting for you, expecting you to come 
home, to be okay, to change. 


All for naught. 

How dare you complain, Dave. 

How dare you.. 

| can't stop the tears from falling from my widened eyes. 

The guilt that | felt was only exacerbated with this realization 

The realization that I've dragged Junior on this roller coaster right along with me. 
This struggle with addiction was just as much mine as it was his. 

He tried, damn it, he tried to tell me. 

He tried to help me. 

When he first got clean, he tried to get me to join him, but | refused. 

All of this time he's been doing so much for me, and | didn't pay him much mind. 
Junior was always just there. He was always a constant in my life and thats what | saw him as. 


| did love him, as | do now, but | wasn't willing to change. 


He worked his fingers to the bone to keep a roof over our heads and to keep food on the table, and | couldn't 
even help him. Not that | tried. 


He paid for the house all on his own, all to surprise me. And | never even thanked him. 
Damn it, and | hurt him. 

| told him | loved him and that | would protect him. But | didn't. 

I've hit him, I've bruised him, I've even tried to force him to do a line.. 

And then I'm guilty of breaking him down completely.. 

l'm sure people have been to jail for less than this, yet I'm sitting here. 

And yet, you complain, Dave. 

| know. l'm a monster. 

And you can't expect people to want to come and see a monster. 

But | want to see him. 

| need to. 

| need to tell him I'm sorry, that I've changed, that I'll be better than | was, that we can work it out. 
Just one, Junior. Just one more chance. 

Please. 

And I'll promise you | will treat you well, my sweet angel, so help me Jesus.. 
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It seems like it's been hours that I've been sitting here. 

Sitting here and waiting for you. 

But | know. | remember what you said.. 


"When l'm ready. I'll come then.” 


| have no right to be impatient: 

But when, Junior, when? 

| looked out into the dark night, looking for a familiar face. 

Junior. 

You're so broken down, so far gone, like I've changed who you are. 
You're just so depressed, and | confess, it's all my doing. 

Precious little angel, dropped from heaven, now defiled, I've ruined you. 
And I'm fucking sorry. 

Please forgive me, Junior. 

| was so ungrateful when | should have cherished you. 

Please, please, please forgive me. 

Junior, I'm sorry. 

How could | have been so foolish.. 

You got caught up in the game, Dave. You've played that card for so long. 
And here's the grand prize. 

Damn it, Junior. 

He'll never come back. 

And you shouldn't expect him to. 

Just one last time, Junior. 

Just once. 

Please. 


And | promise you-- 


There's no promise you can make that he can trust at this point. 
You've ruined him. 

It's done. 

No. 

No, I'll wait here forever if | have to. 

Junior, it's a cruel world out there, as I'm sure you know by now. 


Since | didn't protect you from it before, and since | can't protect you from it now, please, Junior, take care of 


yourself. 

If | don't get to see you, then can | hear your voice? 

Please? 

| need to know that you're okay. 

Although I'd love to see you one last time.. 

No, Dave. For the love of God, no. 

Itll never happen, ever. Don't you understand? 

It's too late. 

You'll have to learn to be a man and rely on yourself. 

You'll have to learn to live without him and leave him alone. 

He's been through enough hell. 

Let him be.. 

The voices in my head couldn't stop me from looking, from waiting, from hoping. 
| still sat in the windowsill looking for that light to shine in the darkness. 


But no such light shone.. 


If | can't treat you well, then promise me you'll take care of yourself. 
Don't keep yourself in a rut because of me. 

Live, Junior. 

Please just be okay. 


My angel. 


Times Have Changed 
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I've always been the one to scramble around, making sure that everyone was happy. 

lve always been the one to put myself at the end of the to-do list to take care of others. 

lve always been the one to make sacrifices for another's benefit.. 

Specifically Dave. 

Yes, I've broken my back for him many times before, working my fingers to the bone, enduring so much pain 
But times have changed. 

Oh, how they've changed. 

"| need these boxes out of here by the end of this week." 

"Of course. 8 am. sharp." 

"Yes, that'll be great" 

lm getting my life together now. I'm grabbing it by the reins and taking full control of it. 

And | refuse to put myself in a position of vulnerability. 

That's why | need to get out of this place. 

That's why | can't face him.. 


| told him awhile ago | would come see him when I'm ready, but, the fact is, that time may not come any time 


soon. 
Like | said, times have changed. 


And | need that change. | need a break. | need some rejuvenation. 


Seeing him will only disturb my progress. 

The sad part is that | still love him. 

| do. 

And | always will. 

But that love can't change the past and it can't heal what those treacherous times brought about. 
| need to leave it all behind. 

Like this house. 

This house holds too many memories. 

Memories, flashbacks, nightmares, shadows, echoes.. 

Who could live in a haunted house? 


For too many sleepless nights have | laid in this house being abducted by that aggressive apparition of the man 


I've known. 
Screaming, hiding, shaking in anxiety, running when seemingly no one was chasing me. 
It's funny. 


| decided to buy this place in hopes of getting us a new start, giving us something better, something | thought 
would further establish our relationship. 


But it turned out to be the opposite. 
And now it's over. 


Looking around the bedroom, | saw to it that everything was packed but the few clothes | would need for the 
rest of the week Until that day.. 


That day that | would move forward, 
| probably wouldn't ditch the band. | don't think | could do that. 


Or could l.. 


| just couldn't deal with him on a personal level. 
Not now. 

Maybe not ever. 

Stepping out of the cursed cottage into the brisk air, | took a deep breath and headed toward the mailbox. 
Opening the mailbox, | noticed | had quite a pile of papers 

| grabbed the mail and headed back inside, returning to my bedroom 


Bills, bills, ads, hospital fees, more and more bills, a letter from Dave, another letter from Dave, another and 


another and another.. 
Dave has been sending me letters for awhile now and | haven't gotten any of them until now. 
He'll probably think that l'm ignoring him, and l'm not so sure if | care. 


Just the fact that he's been sending so many letters without receiving a response shows that he's actually 
pretty eager to contact me. 


Dave isn't known to go begging behind people unless his heart is truly pulling him in that direction 
Damn. 

| can't read this and see that type of desperation 

Both of us were apart of this destruction that's taken place by the evil that's set in. 

Ive felt the brunt of it. Now it's his turn. 

| do pity him, but | can't excuse him. 

Not anymore, for times have changed. 

Indeed, they've changed. 


Tossing the letters on the floor beside me, | laid my head down on my pillow and brought the covers up to my 
chin. 


Closing my eyes, | waited for the darkness to take me over and lull me to sleep. 


But no. 

All | could see was Dave. 

Dave crying, begging, calling my name. 

That look in his eyes when he's down to his last end. 

Like the good old days when the band first started, and Dave wasn't sure how we would make it. 
And, honestly, neither would |. Times were tough. 

But | remember holding him, reassuring him, telling him that we would get through it all. 
Not for a second did | think of the stumbling blocks that have hindered us. 

Yeah, the band got great success. 

But all the while, my relationship with Dave was slowly but surely disbanding. 

And now l'm here. 

Laying here thinking about him. 


Those green eyes that pierced my soul now peered into my heart, melting it into the tears that began to burn 
my eyes. 


Dave, Dave.. 

Why do you do this to me? 

Forget him. Please, David, for your own sake, forget him. Just go to sleep. 
l'm trying, | really am. 

But memories from the past keep filling my head. 

He was mine, | was his, we were one.. 

What happened to us? 


And how could we have allowed this to happen? 


The existence of evil is inevitable, but to allow ourselves to fall prey to it and watch it take control of us is 


wrong. 
That's what happened. 


While we can't be blamed for it's inevitability, we are still responsible for fighting against it, and for the 


consequences if we choose not to or if we lose. 

The battle's been long and hard. And while a relationship takes two, | can't blame him for all of this. 
But I'm not covering for him anymore. 

Times have changed. 

| sat up and wiped my eyes. 

It's clear that it's gonna be another one of those sleepless nights. 

| picked up one of the letters. 

Just keep your guard up. Guard your heart. 

| can't let him turn me around this time. | just can't. 

Times have definitely changed. 


Ripping the envelope open, | felt as if someone were tearing at my soul, knocking at the door of my heart, 


begging for entrance. 

| can't keep doing this. 

But maybe this will help me get past those feelings.. 

| unfolded the tattered piece of paper, revealing Dave's handwriting that I've seen so many times before. 
Except now, it looked rushed, straggly, as if he had been crying as he wrote it. 

Just looking at the penmanship alone brought back so many feelings... 

Dave. 


A reminder of my past.. 


Junior, there are no words to adequately express how | feel as of now about all that's happened.. 
He's right. How could you explain this mess? 

„between us. But | can say one thing: l'm terribly sorry for it all.. 
There's that word again. 

Sorry. 

He's sorry, David 

Sorry. 

lve been foolish, I've been selfish... 

Go on, you haven't even dented the list yet! 

I've just been wrong. So wrong.. 

Yes. 


~ If being here has done one thing, it's opened my eyes and showed me how cruel I've been to you, and how 


cruel the world is.. 

How you've let evil take you over. 

~ The world is a terrible place, as I'm sure you know by now. | was supposed to be there for you. | was 
supposed to stay with you, cover you, and protect you. But | didn't. | let my problem create a rift between us 
and | didn't do a damn thing to stop it. You tried to hold on and help me and! pushed you away. I've hurt you. 
An apology isn't even enough to suffice for that. But just know that | still love you. And please, take care of 
yourself. Don't let yourself die. Don't beat yourself up. Live, Junior. 

Love, Dave 

So much for keeping my guard up. 

My head dropped as | pressed the letter against my chest, sobs escaping from me against my will. 


What more was there to be said? 


This was only confirmation. 


Times may have changed, they may say that moving on is the start of a happy ending, but they don't talk 
about all of the pain it leaves behind 


They don't talk about how hard it can be. 

Time brings pain and it brings healing. 

Time is yet to heal us, though. 

Time is a reality for everyone. 

So what about us? Where's our time? Where's our hope? 
Time couldn't have abandoned us, as we've done to each other. 


But it certainly has changed. 


Lessons Learned 
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When you've wronged someone to any degree, you deserve to be punished An eye for an eye 
When you've hurt someone, they need to heal and you can't expect them to start smiling right away. 

When you've messed up, you should apologize sincerely and do whatever you can to make it right. 

Over time, these morals are shoved into your head with the hope that they'll make their way to your heart 
And in making their way to your heart, they're supposed to make you a good person 

Or so they say. 

| haven't absorbed any of these teachings over the years. 

Yeah, they get enforced by your mom when you're a little kid 


But once you get thrown into the freeway of life and it kicks your ass a couple of times, you start to think all 
that "be a good person’ shit is worthless. 


You reject it. 
And that was me, for sure. 
Life owed me something because it screwed me over one too many times. 


| tried to control my circumstances by being domineering, by acting like tough shit, destroying that which was 


trying to save me in the process. 
Like you, Junior... 
| put the pen in my hand down alongside the paper in front of me. 


Running a hand through my hair, | stared down at what | wrote. 


| grunted. 

What else could | say? 

| have so many thoughts, so many feelings, I've done so many things. 

But how could | get my point across without sounding repetitive and insincere? 
He wouldn't buy it: 

The shit l'm saying, he's probably laughing at it all. 

And | can't blame him. 

Who would accept bullshit apology letters after they've been treated so badly? 
| sure wouldn't, and | can't expect him to. 

But he has to know. 

| have to tell him that | was wrong, and what I've learned. 

| took a sip of the black coffee that seemed to steam so angrily, then picked up my pen in my sweaty hand. 
You can keep pouring your heart out, Dave, but it's all for naught. 

What are the chances that he's actually accepting any of your excuses? 

What makes you think he actually cares.. 


No matter how many programs they put me through, no matter who | sit down and talk to, it would always be 


difficult to shake the negativity that lingered in me. 


It's like you thought you killed all of your enemies, then you turn and see one hanging on by your ankles, 
sneering up at you, letting you know that it's not through with you yet. 


| want to kill it. | want to get rid of it. But | need you.. 
| placed the pen down again. 


How do | know that its wrong? What if its actually right? 


What if I'm wasting my time? 


Its not as if you haven't wasted his time, Dave. 

| need him, | need him.. 

As true as it is, how stupid does it sound? 

How much would he actually believe it? 

Do you treat someone you need like they're the dirt at the bottom of your shoe? 

| did. 

Like the idiot that | am, | did.. 

| can't expect you to accept that, Junior. 

lve hurt you. Damn it, I've done you wrong. 

The one constant, the one love | had, and what did | do with it? 

| ripped it pieces. | devoured it. | killed it. 

| let myself go, and it killed your spirit in the process. And | don't know if | can live with myself knowing that.. 
"Dammit!!!" 

| threw the pen down and shoved the paper so that it slowly glided down to the floor. 

| placed my face into my hands, muffling my cries. 

Goddamn it, Junior. Why did | do this to you? 

Why.. 

| slammed myself into my creaky bed, covering my face with the pillows to block any trace of my sobs. 
Its not worth it. He doesn't want anything to do with me anymore. 

Ill just let him be.. 


No. 


No, | can't give up, | won't. 

| won't make the same mistake twice. 

Ill keep trying. 

Ill keep telling him the truth. 

I'll keep waiting for him. 

Patience. 

Patience is a virtue. 

There goes another one of those morals. 

Patience, forgiveness.. 

Gosh, these are gonna be hard to grasp. 

But it has to be done. 

| have to make up for my slack, my tardiness. 

Junior's been patient with me. With all that | put him through, | owe him the same respect. 
| pushed myself out of the bed, making my way over to my scattered stationary. 

| just have to to get his attention. | just have to hear from him. 

| just need to know if he's okay.. 

But I'm going to keep pushing, Junior. I'm going to keep fighting. | won't die out on you. Not this time. 


You've always told me to make a man's decision and to want to do what was best for me. Of course, | never 
listened. | was foolish. But a man has to leave childish things behind. A man has to learn his lesson 


That's what I'm going to do. That's what I'm doing now. Except it's not just myself that I'm worried about. It's 


you, love. 
| don't know where you are or what you're doing, but for God's sake, be okay. 


| know | told you that | wanted to see you again, and I've been awaiting to see your precious face once more. 


But I'm being patient. Its difficult for me, but at the very least, | owe you this much. You deserve so much 


more, Junior. A whole lot more. 


| don't care if you send me a novel or just scratch "go to hell'on a piece of paper. But would it be too much to 


ask if | could hear from you again? 
| know. | have a lot of nerve to ask for anything. But | need to know that you're doing well. | just need to know. 


In any case, | can only hope that you're seeing these letters, and | hope that you know that I'm winning this 


war, Junior. l'm winning it for us. 
With much love, 
Dave 


There. | did it. 


My hands shook as | folded the paper as neatly as | could in my nervousness and placed it in the envelope. 
After sealing it, | got up to put it in the mail slot. 


This place. | may as well be in a prison camp. 

How do | know that they actually send these letters out? 

They do, he's just ignoring you. He doesn't want anything to do with you. 
Maybe they've gotten lost in the shipping-- 

No, Dave. You know damn well that isn't true. 

He doesn't love you anymore. 

| sighed, hesitantly throwing the letter in the chute. 

Anything is worth it when it comes to Junior. 

But, gosh, | hope he reads these. 

Please, Junior, please hear me. 


Where are you? 


Are you alive out there? 

I'm begging you, please. 

| need to hear from you. 

No, stop. 

| have to be patient. 

Ill be patient, Junior. I'll wait for you. 


Just know that I've finally learned my lesson 


Bitter Laughter 
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| will miss that quaint house. | will miss the dream that stood behind its purchase. 
The dream of a fresh start, a new sense of life. 


Of course, life laughed in my face and killed that dream, and things | never would have even dreamed of began 


to happen. 

| began to live a nightmare. 

But now, it's time for me to get on with my life, and seek new horizons. 

Each day l'm convincing myself that it will be impossible, in fear of what could lie ahead. 

It won't be easy. 

Many dangers lurk around, waiting to take you down, disguising themselves as innocent little lambs. 
But now | know better, after my rude awakening. 

I'm done with all of the pain. But | will do whatever it takes to move on. 

| think. 

Sitting in the passenger's side of the moving truck, | looked out the window. 

Thinking about what newness was to come while being reminded of what | was leaving behind. 
Or who | was leaving behind. 

It was for the best, wasn't it? 

If | had stopped to see him like | said, God knows | would have fell for it again. 


Seeing him would only break me down to his will again. 


| can't deal with that. | can't. 

| promised myself that much. 

Despite all of my efforts to avoid him, he would always show up in one way or another. 
My thoughts, my dreams, those letters. 

Letters that | haven't responded to, but just have read. 

I'm glad to hear that he's getting better, as he says, and that he's finally finding his sanity. 
But | have to find mine. 

He's also been telling me that he needs me to be able to move on 

Funny enough, l'm moving on without him. 

| chuckled, looking over some of the letters. 

Dave. 

You always were pathetic. 


"I tried to control my circumstances by being domineering, by acting like tough shit, destroying that which was 


trying to save me in the process. Like you, Junior...” 

Haha, wow. This is too funny. 

Dave, did you think you had to tell me about what you did to me? 

You think you're telling me something | don't know? 

"IFs like you thought you killed all of your enemies, then you turn and see one hanging on by your ankles, 
sneering up at you, letting you know that it's not through with you yet. | want to kill it. | want to get rid of it. 
But | need you...” 

| tried to keep my laughter under my breath, but the more | read this stupidity, the harder it became. 


Surely this man must think l'm as idiotic as he is. 


What's wrong, Dave? 


Life hasn't played fair with you, huh? 
You got tricked, so now you have a tantrum and destroy the lives of the people surrounding you. 
You fucking idiot, you're not the one hurting here. 


| was supposed to be there for you. | was supposed to stay with you, cover you, and protect you. But | 
didn't." 


Well, welll Look at who's finally opened his eyes! 

How long did it take you? 

You had to sober up for that long before you noticed what you've done? 

You drunk fuck. 

| hate you. 

"I let myself go, and it killed your spirit in the process. And | don't know if | can live with myself knowing that." 
That's it. | couldn't hold back anymore. 

| held my head back and roared with laughter. 

Sir, are you okay?" 

Did | scare you, driver? 

| couldn't even answer. 

This was too much. 

He couldn't live with himself. 

Did you hear that? 

He, Dave Mustaine, couldn't live with himself after knowing what he's done to me. 
Him? 


Is it possible that the General could ever feel guilty for something he's done? 


Dave, stop with the bullshit. 


You know damn well all you've ever done is stomp around the earth, killing all in your path, commanding all so 


that everything would go your way. 

You've done so much damage that I'm sure you can't even remember half of it. 

Sure, there's the little portion that you can recollect now that your precious crystal has worn off. 
But | doubt you can remember all of the other shit you've put me through. 

You were always a monster, and | should have seen it long before now. 

And its all so fucking hilarious. 

| couldn't control myself. I'm not even sure why l'm laughing anymore, but | just couldn't stop. 


I've hurt you. An apology isn't even enough to suffice for that. But just know that | still love you. And please, 
take care of yourself. Don't let yourself die. Don't beat yourself up. Live, Junior." 


| still love you, | still love you. 

Ive hurt you, I'm sorry, | love you, take care of yourself. 

Live, Junior, live, Junior. 

What was so funny about that? 

Don't let yourself die. 

Don't die, | love you, live, Junior. 

Live. 

Tears ran down my face with my mouth still wide open, laughter turned to wailing. 
What's happening to me? 

| don't even recognize myself, and I'm sure this driver doesn't know what's going on. 


"Sir, sir, do you want me to pull over? Are you alright? Please say something--" 


"IM FINE! 

| hid my face. 

No, not this again. 

| thought | had this all under control. 

He's able to control me while he's not even here. 

| want to hate him, but | can't. 

He wants me to live, he wants to love me, he's trying so hard to fix everything. 
How could | hate him for that? 

But think of what he's done to you and he's put you through. 

Do you really want to go through all of that again? 


‘Its not just myself that I'm worried about. It's you, love. | don't know where you are or what you're doing, 


but for God's sake, be okay" 

Im just as miserable without you as you are without me. 

Im just as miserable without you as | was with you. 

Im just as miserable now as Ill probably always be. 

The truth is tm not okay, Dave. 

| am not fucking okay. 

| need you, but | need to avoid you 

| love you, but | feel as though Im supposed to hate you. 

| want you beside me, yet Im trying to get the hell away from you 
When will the turmoil end? 


I'm a tortured soul, | live in disguise. 


| may try to smile, but I'm losing my mind. 

My mind's constant schism makes me appear to be insane, but it's only a reflection of my heart. 
I'm torn, Dave. | don't know what to feel or what I'm feeling. 

I'm just so lost. 

We're lost: 

It's over. 

| felt another giggle escape my lips. 


Yes, it's all over. 


House Of Disdain 
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Once you admit to yourself that you are or aren't something, then you can begin searching for the reason 
why. And once you've found that, you can begin to take steps toward making it better. So tell yourself you're 
an asshole, stop being an asshole, your problem's solved.. 

It's much easier said than done. 

But, God, its worth it.. 

| took a breath of relief as | began to fold the shirts that laid in a heap in the corner of the room. 

I'm packing my bags. l'm checking out. 

I've done it. 

A big grin subconsciously spread across my face. 


Yeah, | know. It sounds corny to say. 


But anyone who's been through the shit I've been through knows that the fight between life and death, good 


and evil, is a fucking difficult one. 
And it always will be. That's the nature of the thing. 


But it honestly just feels good inside to say that you've completed something, accomplished something, won 


something. 

lve won my life back. 

My sobriety, anyway.. 

| sighed, my heart sinking, my gleeful expression quickly flipping to a frown of discontentment. 


Its funny. 


The one concentration | focused on to help me get through this 60 day program, which I've finally figured out 
as | gained my senses back, is the same one that makes me believe that none of it was worth it. 


The one person who brought joy to my life is now the one that brings back those thoughts of negativity that 


I've worked so hard to shake. 

He was the only constant in my life, and now he's a constant reminder of my failure. 
And, of course, a majority of it is my own doing. 

Junior. 

| shivered. 

Just to say his name removes a veil, revealing the ghost of the beast I've been. 
Just saying his name brings back the pain. God, | can feel his pain. 

Junior.. 

"Excuse me? Sir?" 


Startled, | dropped the shirt that was in my hand. | whipped my head around, opening my dazed eyes to see 
one of the assistants who worked around here. 


Fuck, did | just moan his name out loud? 

"|, um..yes?" 

"You're all set and ready to go. Your ride is actually outside waiting for you." 
"Oh. Thank you," | replied, quickly returning to my folding as the nurse left. 
Getting up, packing up, moving on, newress.. 

How could | be cut out for this? And by myself at that? 

Going on alone? Without him? 

I've been through this before. | don't think | could stand to be abandoned again. 


Its my fault he's gone. | know that. 


But | can't feel that I've fully achieved anything until I've won him back as well. He's a part of my life. | lost my 


life, and | can't consider this battle won until he's standing beside me once more. 

It's hard to fight when you've run out of strategies, though. 

| have no fucking clue how to get in contact with this man. I've tried and tried, but he won't respond. 

| don't even know if he's around anymore, and it's scaring the shit out of me. 

Its your fault you fucking animal you hurt him you ruined everything you stupid-- 

Ah, again. The voices. They've never seemed to abandon me. 

I've spent 60 days in this place, and | still have to deal with this shit? 

Because of him. Because he fucking hates me now. 

Within good reason. | can't blame him. | was a monster and an asshole and anything damnable and destructive 
you could think of. | don't deserve his mercy by any means. But I've been trying to make it right and he just 
ignores me. I've been pouring my heart out and thats difficult enough for me and | get nothing in return? 
What else do | do? Why won't he give a little here? How am | supposed to-- 

No, Dave, no. Wipe those tears off your face. You remember what the good doctor says. 

| obeyed. 

Yes, yes, he said: "Now, Dave, self pity is the worst possible emotion anyone could have. And the most 
destructive. It will destroy relationships, it'll destroy anything that's good, it will fulfill all the prophecies it 


makes and leave only itself. Stop. Feeling. Sorry. For. Yourself." 


Fuck that. It's easy for him to say. Plus, I'm not the only one sitting around feeling sorry for himself, acting 
like a helpless-- 


Davel 

Oh, right.. "What is forgiven too freely doesn't stay forgiven." 

Bullshit. 

| checked to make sure all of my stuff was packed and ready to go out the door. 


| need to get out of this place. 


Put on a happy smile, Dave. 
What? 


Put on a happy smile. Your life's gonna be good now, remember what they said? Yay, you did it. 60 long days. 
Good boy, Dave. Now put on a happy face. 


That's right. | forgot. 
My new happy life is supposed to begin now. 


Planting the most fake grin | could muster, | grabbed my shit and walked out of my assigned room, rushing to 
the lobby to take care of the "we need record of your stay here and enjoy your new happy life" crap. 


Just the finishing touch, | suppose. 

Damn. They just couldn't stop, could they? 

A chorus of common bullshit rang in my ears. 

"bO days clean, Dave! That's more than a lot of people could say. You be proud of that!" 
"This is it, young man. Your first step into your new life." 

‘Farewell and Godspeed. Welcome to the new you. Everything is going to be just fine." 


| resisted the urge to roll my eyes and knock ‘em all out, and kept on that stupid smile, until | got out the 


door. 

A breath of fresh air. 

| didn't even bother looking back. I'm done with this place. Goodbye and good riddance. 
It felt like there was a draft pushing me along. 

| had to get out of here and get out there. 

I've got to find him. 

| have to find Junior. 


I'm on a mission, as stupid as it sounds. 


But it's true. And he's worth the chase. 


Love is unlimited. There is no beginning and no end to it. No before and no after. Love always was, always is, 


and always will be.. 

| spotted the taxi that had been waiting for me, quickly walked over to it, and sat inside. 
The driver looked me over before putting his attention on the road. 

"You Dave Mustaine?" 

"| hope so" 


He snorted, shaking his head. | guess | should be used to people's skepticism. | just ignored it. One less conflict | 


need to deal with. 

Dammit. So much for this rush of joy I'm supposed to be experiencing. l'm still waiting for it to hit me. 
C'mon guys, | followed all of your stupid footsteps. Now where's my reward? Where's this happiness? 
Maybe you did something wrong again, Dave. They said their method works for everyone. Did it hit you yet? 
Nope. Not feelin’ it. 

Fuck it. 

"Are we taking a joy ride or something?" 

What's this dude's problem? 

"What are you talkin’ about, dude?" 

"Well, you haven't exactly told me where I'm supposed to be taking you. Where are you going?" 

Going, going.. 

Shit. 

| don't even know where l'm going. 

| don't exactly belong anywhere. I've got nowhere to go.. 


Wait, no. 


Don't go, Dave. 

How could | forget? 

Don't do it. 

Maybe he's there. 

It's a mistake. 

"Today, man. The meter's running,” 

l'm really trying, but this guy is pushing me to drive my fist through his face right about now. 
‘Just stay on this road for 20 minutes or so. It's not too far from here." 
"What isn't?" 

"Our house." 

| saw his eyebrow shoot up again when | said that. 

Yeah, that's right. Ours. Us. 

| have to find him.. 

In matters of conscience, first thoughts are best.” 

Except | don't know which voice | was supposed to listen to. 

"Here! It's here." 

The car jolted to a stop 

"You could've told me sooner." 

"Yeah. My bad." 


| paid him with my last bit of cash, grabbing my shit and getting the hell out of there. Before | could step out 
of the car real good, he drove off. 


Fuck him. 


| don't have time for bullshit. Onward to this new life. 

Walking up to the house, | waited for that surge of bliss to rush through me. 
But it did not 

Instead, | just felt completely uneasy. 

Something didn't feel right: 

| eyed the house as | trudged my way to the front door. 

Darkness and a prevailing gloom surrounded the place. 

It looked tattered and torn, as if it had stood through a Great War. 

Desolate, despicable.. 

Abandoned. 

It looked like a fucking ghost town 

| turned my nose up as | opened the door. The inside wasn't any better than the outside 


It was even darker on the inside, strangely, as there are more than enough windows in here. | walked over to 


the light switch and flipped it, but nothing happened. 

No electricity. Great. 

| slowly walked down the entry hall toward the staircase. 

Chills spread across my skin causing me to shudder. 

I+ was freakishly cold in here. You could hear the hustling of wind if you listened carefully. 
No, no, that's dumb. 

So no heat either? What the hell is going on here? 

| stepped up the stairs that creaked lightly under my feet. 


To the bedroom, just focus on the bedroom. He has to be in there. 


| have to find him. 

"Junior?" 

| opened the door and peeped inside. 

No. 

My jaw dropped. 

It can't be, it can't be.. 

“Junior...” 

The place was empty, aside from some of the things | had left behind. 

No, he can't do this to me, he can't leave me here alone, no, Junior what is going on I'm so confused.. 
| felt my mouth go completely dry. 

Water, | need water. 

| ran over to the bathroom sink and roughly turned the faucet, but nothing ran out of it. 
No, goddamn it, no. 

No water. 


| ran down to what was the kitchen and was welcomed by an empty room with empty cabinets and an empty 


fridge and an electric stove with no electricity. 
Empty. 

Dead. 

No, no, no. 

This is crazy. 

It cannot end here. 


“Junior! This isn’t funny! Where the fuck are you?" 


Don't yell, you'll just scare him away again 

Where the hell is this kid and what type of shit is he trying to pull off? | fucking learned my lesson 
Apparently not.. 

"Junior.please. How could you do this." 

| stepped back, breathing heavily, and took a good look around. 
This place is disgusting. Dirty. Useless. 

There's no power, no sign of life. 

Just dirt and dust and emptiness. 

It's all-- 

Its just the way you fucking left him, Dave. 

What..no.. 

Yes. That which you scorn is of your own doing. 

You destroyed him, you left him destitute, and now he's gone. 
No, no, he's fine, he's okay-- 


Is he? How would you know? When was the last time you've seen him, spoken to him, heard from him? You 


started to care way too late. 
No. 

| found myself sitting in a corner, my knees to my chest 

The longer | stay here, the harder it's becoming to think and to breathe 
| was so close.. 


"Fuck!" 


Tears streaming down my face, | stood. 


| can't give up, | won't give up. | promised him that. 


| began to walk out of the kitchen until | saw a discarded envelope laying on the counter. | grabbed it quickly. | 


need some hope. 

And oddly enough, my name was inked on the front of it. 

Junior left something for me? | thought he forgot about me.. 

| stopped hesitating and ripped the envelope open, removing the folded paper that it held inside of it. 
Unfolding the paper, | revealed the handwritten letter from Junior to me. 

Did he mean to mail it out? 

| don't know. 


Perhaps he knew that | would show up here after he was gone. But then why couldn't he have answered me all 
of the other times I've written to him? Has he even gotten any of the letters? 


| guess I'll find out now.. 
Dave, 
There's so much | could, and probably should, say about everything, but | guess | should get right to the point. 


Looking back over the past few years, we've gone through so much together. We've worked, we've suffered, 


we've had good times, we've had bad times. But through it all, we were together. 


We've had a special bond, and it developed into our relationship, with all its strengths and weaknesses. Our 
relationship, however, was built on such shaky ground that we fell apart. Although many efforts were made to 


try and save it, the situation worsened and | guess we now just have to face it- it was inevitable. 


You felt threatened by my choice to work on my sobriety. Then, when | tried to help you, it was too late. You 
were already so far gone that | could barely reach out to you anymore. Forgive me for all the times I've tried 


to force you to fix this. That was wrong and it only hindered the problem. 
You were blinded. You were blinded from how much you were hurting yourself and others, and to how much | 
was hurting. This fight was just as much mine as it was yours. We promised that we would stand together 


through any and everything, but we were too torn apart. 


| was hurt. | was hurt by you, by Jeff, and by my own hand. | should have stayed strong. | should not have let 


myself be fooled | should have seen this all long before now. But now its too late to lament. I've got to move 


on. We all do. 


So that's why | left. | left because | need to heal, too. I'm glad you're doing well and that you've take that step 
into the right direction to find and take care of yourself. 


I've left the house to you. Everything is set up. You just have to call to get the utilities going. 


| would have loved nothing more than to be with you now, but this house of disdain is too broken down. Me, 


us, everything. 


I've received all of your letters. In fact, | still have them all. I'll call you when | can. But please don't try to find 


me. l'm alive and well. Take care of yourself. 
David 


| don't know how many times | read that letter over. | don't even know how long I've been sitting in this same 


spot. 

But | couldn't let it go. This is the closest I'll be to him for awhile now. 
No. 

Forever. 

No, Dave, what are you saying? There's hope! This is your new happy-- 
Life? No. 

Ive destroyed everything. 

I've sucked the life out of that which was most precious to me. 


One thing they all forget to tell you in rehab is that you may not be strung out on dope anymore, but now 


you've got to pay the consequences for your actions. 


Once you leave those white walls, you've got to pick up those broken pieces, those fragments of all that was 


your life and try to start over. 
With people and with love, it's not like the magical picture that they paint. 


Starting fresh isn't that easy or that quick. 


Or who's to say that it could happen again at all? 

| ran my fingers over the words. 

Junior. 

| know what you said, and | know what I've learned. 

| know these things take time. 

This house may be completely damaged, we may be far apart. 


But l'm strongly determined to see you again. 


